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What black magician conjares up this fieud ? 
What ! do ye tremble ? are ye all afraid ? 
A las ! I blame ye not, for ye are mortal, 

And mortals* eye» cannot end are the Devil 

Avauut! thou dreadful Minister of Hell. 

Richard the Thikd. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



I must confess, that in making 
iJiis translation I have taken some 
liberties with the <yriginal. Every 
thing that relates to Monaldescli% 
(a personage who does not exist in 
the German romance^) and the 
whole of the concluding chapter 
{with the exception cf a very few 
sentences,) have been added by 
myself. I have also omitted a song^ 
supposed to be sung by Rosabella, 
in the fourth chapter of the third 
booh, the merit of which I could not 
discover; and several passages 
which seemed to me too harsh for 
the taste of English readers, have 
been eiiher left out entirely, or 
considerably softened down. How- 
ever, where the expressions ap- 
peared to be either characteristic 
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« 

of the authors style, or of the cha- 
racter by whom they were supposed 
to he used, I did not think myself dt 
liberty to alter them; I haoe there- 
fore suffered Parozzis speech in 
the third book^ about " the devil's 
grandmother,*' as well a^ several 
others, to remain^ though I request 
not to be supposed to have retained 
them in compliment to my own taste > 

THE TRANSLATOR. 
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BOOK TH£ FIRST. 



CHAP. 1. 



It was evening— Tiaultitudes of 
Bght clouds, partially illumined by 
the moon beams^ .^BPrspre'ad the 
ho||^s^ and througFthem floated 
thefifflTmoon in tranquil majesty, 
while her splendour was reflected 
by every wave of the Adriatic Sea. 
All Was hushed airound ; gently wa« 
the water rippled by the night 
wind ; gently did the night wind 
sigh liurough the Colonnades of 
Vemce, 
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2 BRAVO OF VENICE. 

It was midnight— and still sat a 
stranger, solitary and sad, on the 
border of the great CanaL Now, 
with a glance, he measured the 
battlements and proud towers of 
the city ; and now he fixt his me- 
lancholy eyes upon the waters with 
a vacant stare. At length he spoke. 
— " WretdithatI am, whither shall 
I go ? Here sit I in Venice, and 
what would it avail to wander fur- 
ther ? — What will become of me ! 
All now slumber, save myself! The 
Doge rests on his couch of down ; 
the beggar s head presses his straw 
pillow, but for me there is no bed, 
except the c old damp earthl There 
is no gondoleer so wretched, but 
he knows where to find work by 
day, and shelter by night — while 
/. . . . while /. . . . Oh ! dreadful 
is the destiny of which I am made 
the sport !" — 

He began to examine, for the 
twentieth time, the pockets of his 
tattered garments. 
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— *' No ! not one paolo. by hea- 
vens ! — and I ara hungry almost ta 
death !" 

He unsheathed his sword; h& 
waved it in the moonshine, and 
sighed as he marked the glittering 
of the steel. 

— '*No, no! my old and true 
companion, thou and I must never 
part ! Mine thou shalt remain, 
though 1 starve for it.— Oh! was 
not that a golden time, when Valeria 
gave thee to me, and when, ^s she 
threw the belt over my shoulder, 
I kist thee and Valeria ?— She has 
deserted us for another world, but 
thou and I will never part in this."— 

He wiped away a drop which 
hung upon his eye-lid. 

— " Psha ! 'twas not a tear ! the 
night wind is sharp and bitter, and 
makes the eyes water ; but, as for 

fears Absurd ! my weeping 

days are over." — 

And as he spoke, the unfortunate 
(for such by his discourse he ap- 
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peared to be) dasked his forehead 
against the earth, and his lips were 
already unelosed to curse the hour 
which gave him being, when he 
suddenly seemed to recollect him* 
self. He rested his head on his 
elbow, and sung mournfully the 
burden of a song, which had often 
delighted hiachildhood in theeastle 
of his ancestors. 

— "Right!" he said to himself ; 
" were I to sink under the weight 
of my destiny, I should be myself 
no longer/'— 

At l^at moment he heard a 
rustling rat no great distance. He 
looked adK)uad, and in an adjae^it 
stareet^ which the moon faintly en- 
lightened, he, perceived a tall figure 
wxa})t m a eleak, pacing islowly 
backwiards and forwards. 

— '' 'Tis the hand <tf •God. which 
hath guided him hither — Yes I — 
111— I'll beg /— BeUer to play the 
beggar in Venice, than the villain 
in Nafdes ; for the beggar's heart 
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may beat nobly, though covered by 
rags ! 

He said, sprang from the ground, 
and hastened towards the adjoining 
street. Just as he entered it at one 
end, he perceived another person 
advancing through the other, of 
whose approach the first was no 
sooner aware, than he hastily retired 
into the shadow of the piazza, as if 
anxious to conceal himself* 

— " What can this mean ?" 
thought our mendicant- " Is your 
eaves-dropper one of death's unli- 
censed ministers ? Has he received 
the retaining fee of some impatient 
heir, who pants to possess the 
wealth of the unlucky knave who 
comes strolling along yonder, so 
careless and unconscious ? — Be not 
so confident, honest friend ! Fm at 
your elbow." — 

He retired fiirther into the shaded 
and silently and slowly drew near 
the lurker, who stirred not from 
his place. The stranger had al- 
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ready passed them b j^ when the 
concealed yitlain sprang suddeal; 
upon him^ rais£Rd his nglrt baHd^ in 
which a pMnacd was gleaitifng^ 
imd, before he could give the blow^ 
was felled to the earth by the asm 
of the mendicafit. 

GDhe strsm^r turnefd hastily to- 
wards them } the Bravo started iqg^ 
and fled; the beggar smiled. 

— « How now ?" cried the stran- 
ger ; '' what does all this meann ?" 

— '' Oh ! 'ti« a mere jest. Signer, 
which has only preserved y^tr 
life-"— 

--"What? My life? How so?'' 

*^ The honest gentleman, who has 
just taken to his heels, stole behind 
you with true cat«like caution, aiid 
had akeadyraisedhis dagger, when 
I saw ham. — You owe your life to 
me, and the service is richly worth 
one Uttle jnece of nioney! Give 
me some akm^ Signer, for, on my 
soul, I am hungry, thirsty, cold."— 

— "Henoe^ scurvy companion ! I 
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kii#w you and ycmt taridks t^a well. 
Thi(» is all a conetoted scheme be* 
tween y ou» a design upon my p«tMi^ 
i& AtUmpt to» fnroourd both ifioney 
and thanks undeY the \mn& pratamtf 
of hdivkk^ s*veA tm &^tn ah attsr^ssin. 
—Go, felloit^ g6\ pira€rt;ige tbesti 
deimty digrvieei^ m the Doge's 
ifenedulity, if you will; but with 
Buonafotti you stand no chmtfei 
believe me/' 

The wretched, stfirviiig bergj^ 
stood lik^ om ^tiified, aad gsldied 
on the taunting i^tranger. 

^^'' No, as 1 have a soul to save?, 
MgAo^, 'tis Ao He that I tell you h-^ 
'tis the plain trtf^,^ ba^e com^sictn 
or I die this flight of htingej."^ 

'* Begone t}n# itMstantj, I sa^, tit 
by heaven^***" — 

The unfeeling man here drew 
out a concealed pistol, and pointed 
it at his preserVei*. 

—" Mereiftd H^^en ! fitad i^ it 
thus thdt service «^e ^^dk&^Whidge^ 
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— " The watch is at no great dis- 
tance, I need only raise my voice, 
and-" 

~** Hell and confusion ! do you 
take me for a robber, then ? — 

— "Make no noise, I tell you!, 
be quiet, you had better !" — 

— ^'Harkyou, Signor! Buonarotti 
is your name, I think ? I will 
write it down, as belonging to the 
second scoundrel with whom I have 
met in Venice." 

He paused for a moment ; then 
continuing in a dreadful voice, — 
"And when," said he, "then, 
Buonarotti, shall hear the name of 
AbelUno. . . . trembler — 

Abellino turned away, and le:ft 

the hard-hearted Venetian. 



CHAP. II. 

The Banditti. 
And now rushed the Unfortu- 
nate wildly through the streets of 
Venice ; he railed at fortune ; he 
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lan^oi and aimed bj turns; yet 
sometimes he saddenly stood .s6il, 
seemed as pondering on scmie gseat 
and wond'rouB enterprize, Mid tken 
agatziTudbed onwar^^ as ifiuusfaen^ 
ing to its exjecntioii. 

Propped against a coiunm 4if /the 
Signaria, he comted over the whole 
sum of his misfiirtunes* His wan* 
dering eye^bails seemed to seek 
; but they fisund itBot* 
F^te/' he ^at kngtb esckimed^ 
ill a paroiyaam of despair; ''Fate 
has eondeomed me to he etthcar 
die TviUest of adventuniers • . • • • • 
or one, at t^ relstion of whose 
crimes, the wodd mitst sbudder! 
To astonish is jm J dedtiay: iEosalvo 
can know ifto inedixmi : RosalTo can 
nearar act fike common ;meii ! Is it 
ncit the hand of l&te, whidi has led 
me hither ? W3io could have ever 
di^aint, that the son 9f tiie ncfaest 
leod in Napfes, shmild hme de- 
pended for a beggars ahns mi 
Yenetiaa charity] /••^.l", ^ho 
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feel myself possest of strength oF 
body, and energy of soul, fit for 
executing the most daring deeds 
• •••Behold me creeping in rags^ 
through the streets of this inhos- 
pitable city, and torturing my wits 
in vain to discover some means, 
by which I may rescue Hfe from the 
jaws of famine ! Those men, whom 
my munificence nourished, who at 
my table bathed their worthless 
souls in the choicest wine of Cyprus, 
and glutted themselves with every 
delicacy which the globe's four 
quarters could supply, those very 
men now deny to my necessity even 
a miserable crust of mouldy bread. 
— Oh ! that is dreadful, cruel ! Cruel 
of men ! cruel of Heaven !" — 

He paused ; he folded his anns^ 
and sighed. — *' Yet I will bear it ! 
I will submit to my destiny ! I will 
traverse every path, and go through 
every degree of human wretched- 
ness; and, whate er may be my fate, 
I will be still myself ^ and, whatever 
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may be my fate, I will still act 

greatly! Away then with the 

Count Rosalvo, whom once all 
Naples idolized; now.. ..now am 
I the beggar Ahellino! A beggar 1 
—that name stands Icts^t in the scale 
of worldly rank, but Jirst in the 
list of the famishing, the outcast^ 
and the unworthy/'— 

Something rustled near him — 
Abellino gazed around. He was 
aware of the Bravo, whom he had 
struck to the ground that night, and 
whom two companions of a similar 
{Stamp had now joined* As they 
advanced, they cast enquiring glan- 
ces round them. They were in 
search of some one. 

— " It is of ffwe, that they are in 
search,'' said Abellino; then ad- 
vanced a few steps, and whistled. 

The ruffians stood still — they 
whispered together, and seemed to 
be undecided. 

Abellino whistled a^SBbnd time* 
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--" 'Tb he !"— fee could heat one 
nf t^em f^ dis«m€tl}r--afldD, m a 
^moment after, they advaneed atowlj 
towapdfi hinii. 

A&ellino kept his plaee, but un- 
sheathed his swovd. The three 
unknown (they were maakecf) stop- 
ped a few paces from him. 

" How now, feOiow ?" quoth one 
of them; ''what is tlie matter? 
Why stand ycm onyeur gnord?*' — 

Ab£LLi<ko.— 'It is as weS t&at 
you sb0uM be made to keep your 
distance, ft>r I know you ; you are 
certain honest gentlemen, who live 
by takffig away the lives of others. — 

The Flits'* Ruffian. — Was not 
your whistling acklrest to t^ ? 

Abki.lino< — It was. 

A Ruffian. — ^And what would 
you with us ? 

Abellino — Hear, me! I am a 
miserable^jnreteh, and starving; 
give me^^His out of your booty ! 

A Hj^^Hn.-^-Au akos ? -Ha ! 
ha I ha iHPniy soul^ that is 
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ttcaM-^Alms from ns^ indeed!! — 
Oil ! hy atl means ! No doubt, yoK 
shall have alms in plenty I 

Abellino.— Or else g^ve me 
Mty sequiuSy and I'll bkid myself 
to your service till I shall hfare 
woi^ked out m^ debt. 

A RuFPJAW.-^Aye ? And pray 
then', who may you be ? 

Abellino. — A starving wretch^ 
the repufblie holds nfone more mi- 
erable. Suck am I atjorenent ; but 
hereafter. . • • I have powers, knaves 

this arm coiild pierce an heart, 

though guarded by three breast- 
plates ; this eye, though surrounded 
by Egyptian darkness, could still 
see to stab sure* 

A Ruffian. — Why then did you 
strike me down even now ? 

Abez^lino. — ^In the hope of 
being paid for it; but thoi^h I 
saved hk life, the s^Qtiudrel ^ave 
me not a liingle dui 

c 
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A Ruffian. — ^No! So much the 
better. — But hark ye, comrade, are 
you sincere ? 

Ab£LLIno. — Despair never lies. 

A RuFFiAK. — Slave, should'st 
^ou be a traitor --^ 

Abellino. — My heart would be 
within reach of your haildB, and 
your daggers would be as sharp 
then as now. 

The three dangerous companions 
again whispered among themselves 
for a few moments, after which they 
returned their daggers into the 
sheath. 

— " Come on, then," said one of 
them; "follow us to our home. 
it were unwise to talk over certain 
matters in the open street." 

— " I follow you," was Abellino's 
answer, " but tremble, should any 
one of you dare to treat me as a 
foe. — Comrade, forgive me that I 
gave your riBs somewhat too hard 
a squeeze just now ; I will be your 
sworn brother in recompense." 
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• " We are on honour," cried the 
^^anditti, with one voice ; " no hann 
Jiball happen to you : he, who does 
you an injury, shall be to i<^ as a 
t\xe. A fellow of your humour suits 
us well : follow us, and fear not/' 

And on they went, Abellino 
n^arching between two of them. 
Frequent were the looks of sus- 
picion which he cast around him ; 
b^t no ill design was perceptible in 
the banditti. They guided him 
onwards, till they reached a gon- 
dola, placed themselves in it, and 
rowed till they had gained the 
moid remote quarter of Venice. 
They landed, threaded several bye- 
streets, and at length knocked at 
the door of an house of inviting 
appearance. It was opened by a 
voung woman, who conducted them 
mto a plain but comfortable cham- 
ber ; many were the looks of surprise 
ftnd enquiry, which she cast on the 
bfewildered, half-pleased, half-anx- 
iouS Abellino, who knew not 
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whither he had been conveyed, and 
still thought it unsafe to confide 
entirely in the promises of the 
banditti. 
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CHAP. III. 



The trial of strength. 

Scarcely were the bravoes seated 
when Cinthia (for that was the 

young woman's name) was agam 

summoned to the door; and the 

company was now increased by two 

new-comers, who examined their 

42jnknown guest from head to ibot« 

"JNow then/* cried one of those 

who had condijcted AbeUinotothifi 

respedtable society^ "let u« see 

what you are like." 

As he said this, he raised a burnr- 
ing lamp from the table, and the 
light of its flame was tliiown fi&lll 
upon Abellino's countenance. 
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''Lord forgive me my sinsT — 

screamed Cinthia ; ** out upon him ! 
what an ugly hound it is !" 

She turned hastily rounds and 
hid her face with her hands. Dread- 
ful was the look with wliich Abel- 
lino repaid her compliment, 

"Knave," said one of the 
banditti, "nature's own hand has 
marked you out for an assassin — 
Come, pr'ythee be frank, and tell 
us how thou hast contrived so long 
to escape the gibbet ? In what gaol 
didst thou leave thy last fetters ? Or 
from what galley hast thou taken 
thy departure, without staying to 
say adieu ?" — 

Abellino folded bis arms. 

" If I be such as you describe," 
said he, with an air of authority, 
and in ^a voice that made his hear- 
ers tremble, " 'tis for me all the 
better. W hate'er may be my future 
mode of life, heaven can have no 
right to find fault with it, since it 
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waa £»7 th»t it fomed aiid fitted 
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The five bravoes stepped aade^ 
lMi4 CQiiGtDlted together ; the sub- 
je«t of tbew ooi^reiice is eaay to 
be divined. In the meanwhilis 
Abellino remaiiKd quiet cmd in- 
different to what was phasing. 

After a few minuter they a«aiii 
approadbuid him : one, whoae conii*^ 
tenanee was the nvbat feiroeiD\i8» and 
whose foim exhibited the gvettest 
marks of muscular atvengjfch, ad* 
ranced a few paces be£ose the rest* 
and addrest Abellieo as felk>wa : 

— =" Hear nie, comrade* In Yemr 
ice there exist but five banditti ; 
you see theaen before you ; wilt thou 
be the sixth? doubt not» thou wilt 
find sufficient employment. My 
name is Matteo, and lam the&ther 
^the band : that sturdy felhtw with 
the t^d loehs is tailed Baruseso ; he 
whose eye« twinisle like a oat's> is 
Thomaso^ qa ai^h kna^e I promne 
you ; 'twas Fietrino, whose bones 
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an4 y^n tlpocHr^ped coloisii$^, w|io 

Struzza. Now, then, you knQw m 
all — i^n^ m9fi9 yoi« 9te a peonykss 
d«vil^ we avQ wiUiDg Uk uiQor|pr9te 
ytm ia ow society; but we v^st 
i^t b^ asuuied, ^at you, we9A 
iMoestly by at." 

Abellinp smijkdl, or rather ffmr 
ned, and murmured hoarsely-^'' I 

am^tarviBgr 

-^" A9sw«f ,, feU^w I IXeiiM^ than 
me^n ¥pQe9% l?gr w ?" 

— *'That must the event ^ 
cide." 

— "^Majik me, knare; like ftrtt 
suspicum of tfieackefy costs you 
your life. Take shelter ift the 
Doge's palace^ and gisdle yourself 
round with all the powec of the 
repuiblic^-lhou^h dasped in tke 
Sage's aviBS, and protected by an 
hundred cannon, still would we 
murder you! Fly to the high attar; 
press the crucifix to yout beoom ; 
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and even at mid-day, still would we 
murder you ! Think on this well^ 
fellow, and forget not we are ban- 

ditur 

" You need not tell me that 

But give me some food, and then 
I'll prate with you, as long as you 
please^ — At present I am starv- 
ing ! Four-and-twenty hours have 
elapsed, since I last tasted nourish- 
ment/' 

Cinthia now covered a small tahle 

with her best provision, and filled 

several silver goblets with delicious 

wine, 

— "If one could look at him 

without disgust, '' murmured Cin- 
thia ; '' if he had but the appearance 
of something human ! — Satan must 
certainly have apj^ared to his mo- 
ther while she was big with him, 
and thence came her child into the 
world with such a frightful counte- 
nance ! Ugh ! it's an absolute mask^ 
only that I never saw a mask sa 
hideous T 
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Abellino heeded her not: he 
placed himself at the table, and ate 
and drank as if he would hare 
satisfied himself for the next mx 
months. The banititti eyed him 
with looks of satisfaction^ and con*- 
gratulated each other on such a 
valuable acquisition. 

If the reader is curious to know 

what this same Abellino was like, 

he must picture to himself a young 

stout fellow, whose limbs perhaps 

might have been thou^t not ill^- 

formed, had not the most horrible 

countenance, that ever was invented 
by a caricaturist, or that Milton 

could have adapted to the u^iest 

of his falhsn angels, entirely marred 

the advantages of his periBon. Bhfk 

aad sUnuig, biat long and i^trai^t, 

his car flew wildly about hiB brown 

lomck and yellow face. His mouth 

was so wide, that his gums and 

disKsoloured teeth weie vtsiMe, and 

had a kind of convukive twist which 

jsc^acceiy ever wasat leat, and fonnedi 



22 BRAVO OF VENICE, 

its expressioii into an eternal grin. 
His eye (for he had but one) was 
sunk deep in his head, and little 
more than the white of it was visiBle ; 
and even that little was overshadow- 
ed by the protrusion of his dark 
and bushy eye-brow. In the unioH 
of his features were found collected, 
in one hideous assemblage, all the 
most coarse and uncouth traits 
which ever had been exhibited 
singly in wooden cuts; and the 
observer was left in doubt, whether 
this repulsive physiognomy exprest 
stupidity of intellect or malicious- 
ness of heart, or whether it implied 
them both together. 

" Now, tl*en, I am satisfied !" — 
roared Abellino, and daished the 
still-full goblet upon the ground.--^ 
" Speak ! what would you know of 
me? I am ready to give you an- 
swers." 

" The first thing," replied Mat- 
teo, " the first thing necessary is, to 
give us a proof of your strength^ 
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for this is of material importanee in 
Qur undertakings. — ^Are you good. 
atwi«stUng?" 

•^** I know not : try me." 

"Cinthia, remove the table. — 
Now then, Abellino, which of us 
will you undertake ? Whom among 
us dost think thou canst knock 
down as easy as yon poor dabbler 
in the art, Pietrino?" 

.—** Which of you ?" cried Abel- 
lino ; " all of you together, and half 
a dozen more such pitiful scoun- 
drels!" — And he sprung from his 
seat, threw his sword on the table, 
and measured the strength of his 
antagonist with his single eye. 

The banditti burst into a loud fit 
of laughter. 

— " Now then," cried Abellino, 
fiercely ; " now then for the trial ! 
Why come you not on ?" 

—•'Fellow/' replied Matteo, 
"jtake my advice ; try first what 
you can do with me alone, and 
leam what sort of men you have to 
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manage. Think you^ we are maor* 
isorvrless boys, of delieate signors, 
who waste their strength m the 
embrace of hariots?" 

Abellino answered faim by a 
scornful laugh. — Matteo became 
fai?ious: his compamoiis dbouted 
aldyid, afnd claipped tlicif halMi6. 

''To business T' said Abellino; 
'*I'm now in a rigkt humour for 
Import ! Look to yourselves, my 
lads V' And in the same instant 
hfe eoUeeted his forces together,, 
tiiirew the ^pgmitie Matteo over 
his head) as if he had been an 
ki&nt, knocked Struzza d^own on 
the right hand; aaul Pietrino on the 
leflv tumbled Thomaso to the end 
of the room head-over-beeb, and 
stretched Bahrz^o without anima- 
tuM upon the neighbouring be&i- 
ches. 

Three minutes elapsed ere the 
subdued bravoes could recovet 
themselves ; loud shouted Abellimr^ 
whaie the astonished Cintfaia gssred 
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and trembled at the terrible ex- 
hibition. 

" By the blood of St. Januarius/' 
cried Matteo at length, rubbing his 
battered joints, " this fellow is our 
master. Cinthia, take care to give 
him our best chamber." 

^' He must have made a compact 
with the devil !" grumbled Thoma- 
so, and forced his dislocated wrist 
back into its socket. 

No one seemed inclined to ha- 
zard a second trial of strength. The 
night was far advanced, or rather 
the grey of morning already was 
visible over the sea. The banditti 
separated, and each retired to his 
chamber. 



CHAP, IV. 

The Daggers. 

Abelhno, this Italian Hercules, 
all terrible as he appeared to be, 
was not long a meoiber of this so- 
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cSety, befoi^ his cMnpaniohs ^t 
towards him the most unbouiidiMl 
esteem. All loved, all valued him 
for his extraordinary taleMs tor a 
bravo's trade, to which he seelfied 
'pecisrharly ada^^ted, iMt only by irfs 
wonderful streogth of body, feiat 
by [the Teadiness of his wit, and 
liis never-failing presetwje of ttmd^ 
Jlven Cinthia was iaclmed t* feel 
45ome little affection ^r Mm, b^t 
. . . vhe really was tW) ugly* 

Matteo (as Abdlmo -mss mietti 
given to understand) was the ca^ 
tain of thfe dangerous troop, fte 
was one who cSMed viHttny ^tb^e 
highest pitdi ^f rejixfcemetrt, xneai- 
pable of fear, quick and gbs^^ laand 
troubled with leHS conscience than 
a French finaBcier. The booty and 
price of blood, which bis associates 
brought in ddily, were always de- 
Irv^rfed up to Mm; he ^gme feach 
iriati his sliare, land t&etsmated tno 
larger ^olttkm Ibr hiiwsf tf, item 
was allotted to the others. The 
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catalogue of those whom he had 
despatched into the other worlc^ 
was alr^idy too Icaig for him to 
have reported it: many names had 
sli|^ed his memory; but his 
greatest pleasure in his hours of 
relaxation was to relate such of these 
murderous anecdotes as he still 
remembered, in the benevolent in* 
teiition of inspiring his hearers with 
a desire to follow his example. His 
weapons were kept separate from 
the rest, Q,nd occupied a whole 
apartment. Here were to be found 
daggers of a thousand different 
jltshions, with guards and without 
them ; two, three, and four edged. 
Here were stored air-guns, pistols, 
aiid blunderbusses; poisons of 
various kinds, and operating in 
various ways; garments fit for every 
possible disguise, whether to per- 
sonate the monk, the Jew, or the 
mendicant; the soldier, the se-* 
trator, or the gondoleer. 
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One day he summoned Abellina 
tp attend him in this armoury. 

*' Mark me," said he ; " thou wilt 
turn out a brave fellow, that I can 
see already. It is now time that 
you should earn that bread for 
yourself, which hitherto you have 
owed to our bounty. Look ! here 
hast thou a dagger of the finest 
steel ; you must charge for its use 
by the inch. If you plunge it only 
one inch deep into the bosom of his 
foe, your employer must reward you 
with only one sequin : if two inches, 
with ten sequins ; if three, with 
twenty ; if the whole dagger, you 
may then name your own pxitee. 
Here is next a glass poniard; whom- 
ever this pierces, that man's death 
is certain. As soon as the blpw is^ 
given, you must break the dagger 
in the wound ; the flesh will close 
over the point which has been bro* 
ken off, and which will keep its 
quarterstill the day of resurrection ! 
— Lastly, observe this metalhc dag- 



BHAVO OF VENtCF. 29 

ger; its cavity conceals 'a subtle 
poisonv which, whenever you touch 
tlris spring, will inftise death into 
the veins of him whom the weapon's 
point hath wounded. Take these 
daggers ; in giving them I present 
you with a capital, capable of 
bringing home to you most heavy 
and most precious interest/* 

Abellino received the instru- 
ments of death, but his hand shook 
as it grasped them. 

" Possest of such unfailing wea- 
pons, of what immense sums must 
your robberies have made you 
master!*' 

" Scoundrel !'* interrupted Mat- 
teo, frouningand offended, " among 
u» robbery is unknown. What? 
dost take us for common plunder^ 
iers, for mere thieves, cut-purses, 
house-breakers, and villains of that 
low, miserable stamp ?" 

** Perhapa what you wish me to 
take you for, is something w^orse ; 
for to speak openly, Matteo, villains 
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of that statnp are contented with 
plundering a purse or a casket^ 
which can easily be fiUed agifiin ; but 
that which we take from others is 
a jewel which a man never has but 
once^ and which, once stolen^ can 
never be replaced. Are we not 
then a thousand times more atro- 
cious plunderers ?" 

•'By the house at Loretto, T 
think you have a mind to moralize, 
Abellino?" 

"Hark ye, Matteo, only one 
question : at the day of judgment, 
which think you will hold his head 
highest, the thief or the assassin ?" 

"Ha! ha! ha r 

"Think not, that Abellino s^aks 
thus from want of resolution. Speak 
but the word, and I murder half 
the senators of Venice ; but still. . .'* 

" Fool ! know, the bravo must be 
above crediting the nurse's antiqua- 
ted tales of vice and virtue ? What 
is vhtue? what is vice ? Nothing, 
but such thmgs as forms of govern- 
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ment, custom, manners, and educa- 
tion, have made sacred; and that 
which men are able to make dis« 
honourable at another, whenever 
the humour takes them. Had not 
the senate forbidden us to give 
opinions freely respecting the poli- 
tics of Venice, there would have 
been nothing wrong in giving such 
opinions ; and were the senate to 
declare that it is right to give 
such opinions, that which to-day is 
thought a crime, would be thought 
meritorious to-morrow — Then pray 
thee let us have no more of such 
doubts as these. We are men, as 
much as are the Doge and his 
senators, and have reason aa ipuch 
as they have to lay down the law 
of right and wrong, and to alter 
the law of right and wrong, and 
to decree what shall be vice, and 
what shall be virtue !" 

Abellino laughed — Matteo pro- 
ceeded with increased animation. 

''Perhaps you will tell me, that 
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OUT trade is dishonorable ! And what: 

then is the thing called honxjr ! 'Tisr 
a word, an empty sound, a mere 
fantastic creature of the imagi- 
nation! —Ask, as you traverse some 
frequented street, in what honor 
consists? — the usurer will answer — 
*To be honourable is to be rich, 
and he has most honor, who can 
heap up- the greatest quantity of 
sequins/ * By no means,' cries the 
voluptuary; *^ honor consists in- 
being beloved by every handsome 
woman, and finding no virtue proof 
against your attacks.' — ' How mis- 
taken ! interrupts the general ; ' to 
conquer whole cities^ to destroy 
whole armies, to ruin whole pro- 
vinces, that indeed brings real 
honor!' — The man of learning 
places his renown in the number 
of pages which he has either 
written or read; the tinker in 
the number of pots and kettles 
which he has made, or mended ; 
the nun in the number, of good 
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things which she has done, or 
had things which she has resist- 
ed; the coquette, in the list of 
her admirers ; the republic, in the 
extent of her provinces ; and thus, 
my friend, every one thinks, that 
honor consists in something differ- 
ent from the rest. — And why then 
should not the bravo think, that 
honor consists in reaching the per- 
fection of his trade, and in guiding 
a dagger to the heart of aji enemy 
with unerring aim ?" 

" By my life, 'tis a pity, Matteo, 
that you should be a bravo ; the 
schools have lost an excellent tea- 
cher of philosophy I" 

"Do you think so?— Why, the 
feet is thus, Abellino — I was edu- 
cated in a naonastery; my father 
was a dignified prelate in Lucca, 
and my mother a nun of the Ursu- 
line order, greatly respected for 
her chastity and devotion. Now; 
signor, it was thought fitting that 
J should apply closely to my stu- 
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^i?^*.!^ "* * *St»t of the 
church; but I soon found, that I 

was better qualified for an ince^. 
^s torch. I foUowed the bent 
rfgenius yet count I rto* niv 
studies thrown away, since thev 
taught me more philosophy than to 
tremble at phantoms created by mv 
own imagination. Follow my ex- 
ample, firieBd, and so farewett " 



CHAP. V, 

SoUtude. 

AbeUmo had akeady pa»ged si* 
weeks m Venice, and yet (either 
trom want of opportunity, or of 
inchnation) he had suflfered his tfeff. 
gera to remain idle in their sheaths, 
rhis proceeded partly from hds no* 
being a« yet sufficiently acquainted 
with the windings and turnings, the 
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b^-lailes sRd priyate alle3ns of the 
town ; and pacrtly because he had 
Iwdie^to found no cuBtomers, whose 
imiardexious desigms stood in need of 
%iis helping faand« 

Tkik want c^ occupation was 
irksome to him in the extreme : he 
ipMn^bed $br action, .aaid was con- 
demtidd ^ uiiAdbnce. 

W4tk a inelviicholy heart did be 
roam through Venice, and number 
eve»ry step wilh a "sigh. He fre- 
qwent€^ the public places, the 
tavemfr, gardens, and every scene 
which was dei^ated to amusement. 
But no where could he find what 
%e sougfet— tran^iKty. 

One ev^iiiig, he had kitered 
4>6yond tke (ytheir visitanHs in a 
'pubMe gai$deti, situated on ene <of 
the most beatitiful of the Venetian 
islands. Me strolled from arbour 
to^iijtiour, du'ew himself down tim 
4lie fleaHsbore, and watched the play 
of the waves, m they sparkled in 
4he 'sieonsyne. 



« • 
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•' Four years ago," said he, with 
a sigh, '"just such an heavenly 
evening was it, that I stole from 
Valeria's lips the ihst kiss, and 
heaird from Valeria's lips for the 
first time, the avowal, that she 
loved me." 

He was silent, and abandcmed 
himself to the melancholy recol- 
lections which thronged before his 
mind*s eye. 

Every thing around him was so 
calm, so silent! Not a single zephyr 
sighed among the blades of grass ; 
but a storm raged in the bosom of 
Abellino. 

" Four years ago, could I hi^ve 
beUeved that a time would come, 
when I should play the part of a 
bravo in Venice ! Oh ! where are 
they flown, the golden hopes, and 
plans of glory, which smiled upon 
me in the happy days of my youth ? 
—I am a bravo; to be a beggar 
were to be something better. 

" When my good old father^ in 
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*he enthusiasm of paternal vaHity, 
so <^ threw Ms 2Bsmu ajrousd my 
neck, and cried— 'My boy^ thott 
wilt ivemler the nanie of Resahra 
glorious !' — God, as I listened^ how 
was my blood on fire! — What 
thought I not, what frit I net^ 
what that was good and great did 
I not promise myself to do ! — The 
&ther is dead, and the son* • • • is 
a Venetian bravo ! — When my pre- 
ceptors praised and admired me, 
and» carried away by the warmth of 
their feelings, clapped my shoulder, 
and exclaimed—' Count, thou wilt 
immortalize the ancient race of 
Rosalvo! — ha! in thpse blessed 
moments of sweet delirium, how 
bright and beauteous stood futurity 
before me ! — — When happy in the 
performance of some good deed, 
I returned home, and saw Valeria 
hasten to receive me with open 
arms, and when, while she clasped 
me to her bosom^ I heard her whis- 

s 
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per—* Oh ! who could forbear to 
love the great Rosalvo !' — . , . .God ! 
-—oh God ! — Away, away, glorious 
visions of the past ! to look on 
you drives me mad !" 

He was again silent ; he bit his 
lip in fury, raised one emaciated 
hand to heaven, and struck his 
forehead violently with the other. 

" An assassin . • • • the slave of 
cowards and rascals . • • • the ally of 
the greatest villains whom tli^p 

Venetian sun ever shines upon 

Such is now the great Rosalvo! 
• — Fye! oh fye ont! — And yet to 
this wretched lot hath fatality con- 
demned me." 

Suddenly he sprang from the 
ground, after a long silence; his 
eye sparkled; his countenance 
was changed ; he drew his breath 
easier. 

" Yes ! by heaven, yes ! Great 
as Count Rosalvo, that can I be 
BO longer ; but from being great as 
a Venetian bravo, what prevents 
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me? — Souls in bliss f" he exclaim- 
ed, and sank on his knee, while he 
raised his folded hands to heaven, 
as if about to pronounce the most 
awful oath, " Spirit of my father ! 
spirit of Valeria! I will not be- 
come unworthy of you ! Hear me, 
if your ghosts are permitted to 
wander near me, hear me swear, 
that the bravo shall not disgrace 
his origin, nor render vain the hopes 
which soothed you in the bitterness 
of death ! No ! sure as I live, I 
will be the only dealer in this raiser- 
able trade, and posterity shall be 
compelled to honour that name, 
which my actions shall render illus- 
trious." 

He bowed his forehead till it 
touched the earth, and his tears 
flowed plenteously. Vast concep- 
tions swelled his soul : he dwelt on 
wondrous views, till their extent 
bewildered his brain ; yet another 
hour elapsed, and he sprang #om 
the earth to realize them ! 
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Vl will enter into no compact 
against human nature with five 
miserable cut-throats. Alone will 
I make the repubUc tremble^ and, 
before eight days are flown, these 
murderous knaves shall swing upon 
a gibbet. Venice shall no longer 
harbour ^«?e banditti.; one and one 
only shall inhabit here, and that 
one shall beard the Doge himself, 
shall watch over right, and over 
wrong, and according as he judges 
shall reward and punish. Before 
eight days are flown, the state shall 
be, purified from the presence of 
these outcasts of humanity, and 
then shall I stand here alone! 
Then must every villain in Venice, 
who hitherto has kept the daggers 
of my companions in employment, 
have recourse to me ; then shall I 
know the names and persons of aU 
those cowardly murderers, of all 
those illustrious profligates, with 
wh»m Matteo and his companions 
carry on the trade of blood-- And 
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then. • • . Abellino ! Abellmo !.... 
ikai is the name ! Hear it, Venice, 
hear it, and tremble/* 

Intoxicatied with the wildness of 
his hopes, he rushed out of the 
garden ; he summoned a gondole^, 
threw himself into the boat, and 
hastened to the dwelling of CintMe^, 
where the inhabitants already werfe 
folded in the arms of sleep. 



CHAP. YI. 

Rosabella, the Doge's lovely niece. 

''Hark, comrade, ^' said Matteo 
the nexi momha^ to Abidlino ; " to- 
day tkou shalt make thy first ^ep 
in Dur profession/' ' ; 

" To-day !" hoarsely murmured 
Abellino ; *' and on whom am I to 
show my skill ?" 

**Nay, to say truth, 'tis but a 
wvjmaa; but one must notgiv:e too 
diiicult a task to a yourg begimet. 
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I mil myself accompany you, jand 
see.; how you ^conduct yourself i|i 
this first trial." 

'\ '* Hranl" said Abellino, and 
measured Matteo with his eye^, 
from head to foot. 

" To-day, about four o'clock, thou 
shalt follow me to Dolabella's gai;- 
dens, which are situated on the 
south side of Venice ; we must both 
be disguised, you understand. In 
these gardens are excellent baths ; 
and after using these baths, the 
Doge's niece, the lovely Rosabella 
of Corfu, frequently walks without 
attendants. And then • • • • you con- 
»€eiveme?" * 

; " And you will accompany me ?" 
^ "I will be a spectator of your first 
adventure ; 'tis thus I deal by every 



•one." 



i( 



And how many inches deep 

must I plunge my dagger ?' • 

r. "To the hilt, boy, to the very 

Ailt! Her death is required^ and 

,th€ payment will be princely : Ro- 
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sabella in the grat^, t¥e are; rich 

- Every other point was, soon ad- 
justed. Noon was now past, the 
clock in the neighbouring church 
of the Benedictines struck four^ 
and Matteo and Abellino. were al- 
ready forth. 

They arrived at the gardens ef 
DolabeUa, which that day were 
unusually crowded. Every shady 
av^iue was thronged with people 
of bath sexes ;: every arbour was 
.occupied by the most distinguished 
persons in Venice; in every corner 
sighed love-sick couples, as, they 
waited for the wished approach .of 
twilight; and on every side did 
.strains of vocal and instrumental 
•music pour their harmony on the 
enchanted ear. 

AbelUno mingled with the crowd. 
A most respectable looking peruke 
concealed the repulsive ugliness of 
his features ; he imitated the walk 
and manners of a gouty old man^ 
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And supported himself by a cruteb; 
as he walked slowly through thd 
asBeiubly. His habit, richly em- 
broidered, procured for him itni^ 
venally a good reception, and no 
HfM scrupled to enter into convert 
satioti' with him respecting the 
weather, the commerce of the 
irepublitty or the designs of its 
etietnien ; and on none of these 
subjects was Abellino found in^ 
c^palde of suistaining the discourse^ 

By these means he soon co» 
ttif ed to gain^ intelligiBnce, that 
Rosabella was certainly in the gac^ 
den^, how she was habited, and in 
what quarter he was most likely to 
fiM her; 

Thitlier he immediately bmt his 
course ; and h^*d at his heels 
followed Matteo. 

Alone, and in the most retired 
atbour, sat Rosabella of Corfu> the 
Mrest maid in Venice. 

Abellino drew near the arbour ; 

he tottered as he post its entrance^ 
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like one oppressed with sudden 
faintness, and attracted Rosabella's 
attention. 

'* Alas ! alas !'" cried he, " is there 
no one at hand, who will take com- 
passion on the infirmity of a poor 
old man !" 

The Doge's fair niece quitted the 
arbour hastily, and flew to give 
£Mssistance to the sufferer. 

"What ails you, my good fa- 
ther ?" she enquired in a melodious 
voice, and with a look of benevo- 
lent anxiety. 

Abellino pointed towards the 
arbour ; Rosabella led him in, and 
placed him on a seat of turf 

" God reward you, lady !" stam^ 
mered Abellino faintly ; he raised 
his eyes ; they met Rosabella's, and 
a blush crimsoned his pale cheeks. 

Rosabella stood in silence before 
the disguised assassin, and trem- 
bled with tender concern for the 
old mans illness; and oh! that 
expression of interest ever makes 
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a lovely woman look so much more 
lovely ! — She bent her delicate form 
over the man who was bribed te 
murder her, and after awhile asked 
him in the gentlest tone — '' Are you 
not better ?" 

'* Better ?' stammered the de* 
ceiver with a feeble voice ; — *^ bet- 
ter ? — oh ! yes, yes, yes ! — You 
. . • •you are the Doge's niece ? the 
noble Rosabella of Corfu ?*' 
^' The same, my good old man.'^ 
*• Oh ! lady .... I have somewhat 

to tell you Be on your guard. . .^ 

start not. . . .what I would say is 
of the utmost consequence, and de- 
mands the greatest prudence.— 
Ah! God, that there should live 
men so cruel — Lady, your life is 
in danger." 

The maiden started back; the 
colour fled from her cheeks. 

" Do you wish to behold your 
assassin ? — You shall not die, but> 
if you value your life, be silent/' 



I 

L 
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Rosabella knew not what to 
think ; the presence of the old man 
terrified her. 

"Fear nothing, fair lady, fear 
nothing ; you have nothing to fear 
while I am with you — Before you 
quit this arbour, you shall see the 
assassin expire at your feet/' 

Rosabella made a movement as if 
die would have fled ; but suddenly 
the person who sat beside her was 
no longer an infirm old man. He, 
who a minute before had scarcely 
strength to mutter out a few 
sentences, and reclined against the 
arbour trembling like an aspen, 
sprang up with the force of a giant, 
and drew her back with one arm. 

** For the love of Heaven," she 
cried, "release me! let me fly!" 

**Lady, fear nothing; /protect 
you !" — Thus said, Abelliho placed 
a whistle to his lips, and blew it 
shrilly. 

Instantly sprang Matteo firom 
his concealment in a neighbouring 
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dump of trees, and rushed into the 
arbour* Abellino threw Rosabella 
on the bank of turf, advanced jel 
few steps to meet Matteo, and 
plunged his dagger in his heart. 

Without uttering a single cry, 
sank the banditti captain, at the. 
feet of Abellino; the death-rattle 
was heard in his throat, and after 
a few horrible convulsions all was 
over. 

Now did Matteo's murderer look 
again towards the arbour, and be^ 
held RosE^ella half senseless, as she: 
lay on the hmk of turf. 

"Your life is safe, beautifiiL 
Rosabella," said be; "'there Ues: 
the villain bleeding, who conducted, 
me hither to murder you. Recover 
yourself; return to your uncle the 
Doge, and tell, him, that you owe 
your life to Abellino." 

Rosabella could not spealc. 
Trembling, she stretched her arms 
towards him, grasped his hand» and 
prest it to heriUps in silent gratitude. 
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won^r on the krreJy sa^Rwar; and 

in such a situation who cowM Jbmva 
b<Md ^ler wMxMit eoMUan?— 
Kotahi^a had aoitn^ niinberad 
fe iron iia qn «i«nnnii ; iber Ji^^ and 
^Uyyicale limbs, ^Mveioped in a thin 
white ganiienfc, whidi £eSi around 
her in a tlioiiBand folds ; lier bhae 
0Md nelling ey«» whenoe baauied 
^ expression of pureatiimooenes ; 
her forehead, as white as ivory^ 
ovenhadowed by &e linglets <^ 
her ba^t dark iiakr; dieelcat 
wJMEiee tarmr /had now stcden tlie 
loses; IkfB, mhiiAk a teduoer had 
never poiBoned with hie kisses ; such 
was Rosabella; a creature m whose 
liMination pavttal Nature seemed 
(;o have omitted nothing which 
might constitute liie perfection of 
female loveliness.— Such was she ; 
and being such» the wretched Abel- 
lino may be foi;^v«g^ if for some 
few minirtes he stood like one en* 
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Tke report of this strangle advei^ 
ture spread like wild-fire through 
yenice-^^AbellinQ (for Rosabella 
had preserved but too well in her 
memory that dreadfiil name; and by 
the rdatioB of her danger had 
given it universal pubHdty), Abel- 
lino was the object of geoeral 
wonder and curiosity, Hvery one 
pitied the poor Rosabella for what 
slie bad suffered^ execrated the 
villain who had Imbed Mat&eo to 
xnorder her» and endeavoured to 
connect the different cireumi^aiieei 
together by the help of one hypcn 
thesis or other, among which it 
would have been: difftcidt to decide 
which was the most hEftprohabla 

Evety one who heard the advei^ 
ture told it again ; every one who 
told it, addedsomethingof hi^oiWB^; 
tiM at length it was made into a 
complete romantie novel, whidk 
might have been entitled with great 
propriety " the Power of Beauty {** 
for the Venetian gentlemeji and 



Mm ii»d settled tins jfAsAmxmf^ 
themselves completely to.tlMir»ii^ 
iMwfacfioii, that At>eiimo VD'uljd 
vadoubtQiUy luMrieiunasiiMUtcd iS<h 
ittlisUA, hud iifinet iNQeo pneyfixti^ 
|)|r her uiiaonmMi tw»»t^, i^ 
I^Mf^ AibseUiao'ii lAtei^^jsoce Im^ 
{WMenred her lifti. it was 4avj0|«^ 
iHmdi. nrhed^ ^hif adlrflntiinp 
VA9U fae i:d«si)«d by ^r dfitjifii 
luEi4^gpto««a, the Pvioce «f Mflml,- 
^eaefai, a IJcapeliites «f tbft 4pit 
jQolc, poiMat 4)f InmeMe ^m^ 

i»t4 for iMW0 ii«« hflAn jw«ne% 
is»ff^ m A^go^ifitkig a Matboh 
betmo^n iaiif v^^md this |»9irjQ^ 
w i iifK nw, whe Fsa a»o«i ^pcpeotad 
t« faa^ liiii af>pc»nui^ «t VipNftf. 
Vlfae xiofeiy^ .of ia^9 ^wipa^, Ju» «ifiNUe 
<0f ^/tlte I^ia9e'« jfmfmtiiai^y hiid 
lieen ^iKidgad, and it was^Qoioj^^gr 
A. secret .to«Miy ^ daiaJMlf, fv^NO 
iia4 i«e««r «e^ .jAie fgnmt9, »o^ 
^u]d«ot iiDfgNae ii|»iy iws eatfieot- 
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ed visit should excite such general 
curio^ty. 

Thus far the story had been 
told much to Rosabella s credit ; 
but at length the women began to 
envy her for her share in the adven- 
ture. The kiss, which she had 
received from the bravo, afforded 
'^em mk excellent opportunity for 
'throwing out a few malicious insi- 
nuations — ''She received a great 
service/* said one, " and there's no 
saying how &r the fair Rosabella; in 
the warmth of gratitudeymay have 
been carried in rewarding her pre- 
serrer!" — "Very true," observed 
another, ^' and for my part I think 
it not very likely, that the fellow, 
being alone with a pretty girl, 
whose life he had just saved, should 
Itave gone away contented with a 
single kiss r— "Come, come," in- 
terrupted a third, ''do not let ug 
judge uncburitably ; the ftct'may be 
exactly as Uie lady relates it; 
though I must sxy, that g^tlemen 
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of Abellino's profession are not 
usually so pretty behaved, and that 
this is the first time I ever heard 
of a bravo in the Platonics/' 

In short, Rosabella and the 
horrible Abellino fiimished the 
indolent and gossiping Venetians 
with conversation so long, that at 
length the Doge's niece was uni- 
versally known by the honourable 
appellation of the "brave's bride." 

But no one gave himself more 
trouble about this affiur than the 
Doge, the good but proud Andreas. 
He immediately issued orders, that 
every person of suspicious appear- 
ance should be watched more closely 
llian ever ; the night patroles were 
doubled ; and spies were employed 
daily in procuring intelHgience of 
Abellino ; and yet all was in vab^ 
as his retreat was inscrutable. 



9$ m>AW9 OF VEiflCe. 



The Cpfumr(tcy. 

§. Yem^im mhkmm of 4i? imt 
I know w^JJ, ii^t Vfww* Wng 

assassuws |(9 mmhl^ i^ im^> w^ 
other will be suspected than Paroz- 
ad, the discontented lover to whom 
Rosabella refused her hand, and 
whom Andreas hates past hope of 



/ 
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reeoneiUatioD ? — ^And now, having 
onoe found the scent. • . . Plarozsi ! 
Parozzi ! should the crafty Andreas 
get an insight into joor plans.... 
should he learn, that jou have 
placed Yourself at the head of a 
troop of hair-brained youths. . • . 
hair-brained ^ay I well call chil- 
dren, who, in order to avoid the rod, 
set fire to their paternal mansion. 
Paroszi, should all this be revealed 
to Andreas****! 

Here his reflcrxions were inters 
jrupted. Meimno, Faheri, and 
Contarino,. entered the room, three 
young Venetians of the hi^esl 
rank, Parozzi's inseparable com* 
paniosis, men di^aved both in 
mind and body, spendthrifts, to* 
hiptuaries, weit inofwn to eter^ 
usurer in Vemce, owmgnote than 
their paternal hdteritaiice wotild 
erer admit of their p^ymg. 

" Why how is^ this^ Parcwai ?^ 
cried Memmo, as he entered, 
(a wretch whose every feature ex- 
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hibited marks of that libertinism to 
which his life had been dedicated,) 
" I can scarce recover myself from 
xny astonishment! For heaveh'sr 
sake, is this report true ? Did you 
really hire Matteo to murder the 

oge s niece ? 

"I!" exclaimed Parozzi, and 
hastily turned away, to hide the 
deadly paleness which overspread 
his'countenance ; " whv should you 
suppose, that any such design./..' 
surely Memmo you are distracted/' 

Memmo. By my soul, I speak 
but the plain matter of fact. Nay, 
only ask Falieri; he can tell you 
more. 

Falieri. Faith, it's certain, 
Parozzi, that Lomellino has de« 
clared to the Doge,, as a truth 
beyond doubting, that ^oi/, and 
none but you, were the person who 
instigated Matteo to attempt Ro« 
saib^Ua's life. 



1 
I 
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■ 

Parozzi. And I tell you again, 
that Lomellino knows not what he 
says. • • 

CoNT ARiNO. . Well, well, only 
^> be upon your guard* Andreas is 
^ • ^sa. terribl# fellow to deal with. 

Falter;. He terrible ! I tell 
you, he i$ the most contemptible 
blockhead that the universe can 
furnish ! Courage perhaps he pos- 
sesses, but of brains not an atom. 
, CoKT ARINO. And I tell you, 
that Andreas is as brave as a lion, 
and crafty as a fox. • 
. I| ALiERi, Psha ! psha ! Every 
thing would go to rack and rjiin, 
were it not for the wiser l^^eadiS 
of his triumvirate pf eounseUors, 
whom Heaven confound ! Deprive 
him of Paolo Manfrone, Conari, 
and Lomellino, and the Doge would 
stand there looking as foolish as a 
school-boy who was going to tie 
e»bnined, and had forgotten his 

lesson. 

* . • 

Parozzi. Falieri is in the right. 
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Memmo. Quite f quite! 

FAi^rfiiti. And then Andreas is 
as proud as a beggar grown richt 
and draat in his first suit of endatroi- 
dery ? By St. Anthcmy heis liecome 
quite insupportable I Do^ not you 
observe, how he increases the nuui- 
ber of his attendants daily? 

Mbmmo.— Nay, that is an un- 
doubted fact. 

CoNT- — And then to whait m 
unbounded extent has he earned 
his influence !**^ the S^noria, thb 
Quaranti, the Procurators of 1St« 
Maaikp the AvocatCHria, all thbk, 
and act, esaetly as it suits the 
]>oge's pleasure and convemence ! 
£vwy soul of tliein depends as 
mueh cm that one man's humour 
and capriees^ as puppets do, who 
nod or Aake their wooden heads^ 
^stas the fellow behind the cui^ttin 
thinks proper to more the wires. 

Pawlozzi. — And yet the popu- 
lace idolLse this Andreas ! 
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Mb^smq. Aye,, that iatl^e^woDraib^ 
jaytof^thastoxy;- 
Falieiu. But D^ycr cse^t^me^ 

rpvesse ofi fortuBa sp/^edpiLy^ 

CoNTARiNO. That mig^ ha^ 
j)^», would we hut seir our^i^ul^vrs 
to. the, wheel stoutly. But. whiatf 
4o, we, do.? We , paackour tknft w 
tfi^vesua. aod^ brotlbels, dxixik- and- 
game, and throw ourselves head- 
lojcigj into such an ocean of debts, 
that .tlbte best swimmer must sink at 
last. Let us resolve to nj^ke ther 
attqpipt : let u&r seek recruits on 
all sic^ps^, let us labcmr with all 
our. might and main :, things mu3t< 
change; or if they do not, take my 
v?ord for it,, my friendsv this world 
i^no lon^ a. world for us.- 
. Meimcmo. Nay, it's a melancholy 
tfiith^: that during, the last half year 
my creditors have been ready to 
fa^at my door down with, knocking; 
I am awakened out ofmy asleep in 
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tSie morning, and lulled to rest 
again at night with no other music 
than their eternal clamours. 

Parozzi. Ha ! ha 1 ha ! As for 
me, I need not tell you how I am 
situated ! 

Falieri. Had we been less ex- 
travagant, we might at this moment 
have been sitting quietly in our 
palaces, and. . . . But as things stand 

now. ... J. 

Parozzi. Well ! — " as things 
stand now," I verily believe that 
Falieri is going to moralize ! 

Contarino. That is ever the 
way with old sinners, when they 
have lost the power to sin any 
longer : then they are ready enough 
to weep over their past life, and 
talk loudly about repentance and 
reformation. Now, for my own 
part, I am perfectly well satisfied 
wi th my wanderings from the com- 
mon beaten paths of morality and 
prudence. They serve to convince 
;rae, that I am not one of your every- 



^ 
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day men, who sit cramped lip hi 
the chimney comer, lifeless and 
, phlegmatic, and shudder when they 
hear of any extraordinary occur- 
rence. Nature evidently intended 
me to be a libertine, and I am de- 
termined to fulfil my destination. — 
Why, if spirits like ours were not 
produced every now and then, the 
world would absolutely go fast a- 
sleep ; but we rouze it by deranging 
the old order of things, force man- 
kind to quicken their snail's pace, 
furnish a million of idlers with rid- 
dles which they puzzle. their brains 
about without being able to com- 
prehend, infuse some hundreds of 
new ideas into the heads of the 
great multitude, and, in short, are 
as useful to the world as tempests 
are, which dissipate those exhala- 
tions with which Nature otherwise 
would poison hersdf. 

Faiiehi. Excellent sophistry, 
by my honour ! Why, Contarii^o, 
aatient Rome has had an irrepara- 
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tfce morning, and lulled f / 
again at night with no o|^/ ^ 
than their eternal clai^f/ ^ ^ 
Parozzi. Ha ! ^9 pi r 
me, I need not tel?///* 
situated! /?/'-^ ^ 

Falieri. Tf}tii> iimost 

travagant, yf^jfj^ at the pa- 

have been f^'f ut-natured liear- 
palaces^an^^ ^eenmaetiiml The 
now. ...).' ^nzaga is di«conti3Htted 
Par^ .i6 ^^i&«veroment ; HeaS^n 
stand ^B 'v^'ha^ A'ndreas lias don^ 4^o 
Falj '^ h**^ ^ vehemently hifi eneitoy ; 
Jjj^m short, Gon«^ now heldliigs 
V ^<?ttr party. 

pAROzzi. [with astoaifi^meiM; 
qx\& delight] Falieri, ajfe you «i 
your senses P-^The Carditaal Goli- 
I gaga ! 

/ FalieIii. fs ours, and o«ii*s both 

/ body and 6<rtil. I confeiss, I Was 

/ first obliged to )4iod<)&iontadie agood 

deal to him about our patriotism, 
/ our glcxrious designs, our love for 

\ fi^eedom, and so forth; in short, 



^ 



/ 
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^n hypocrite, and there- 
\a the fitter for us. 
^ [clasping Fallen's 

\ friend! Venice 
dition of Cata- 
^^ Jow then it is 

_dK, for I have not 
-lice we parted. In truth 
^ as yet cawg/t/ nothing, but 
. nave made myself master of an 
all-powerful net, with which I 
doubt not to capture the best half 
of Venice- You all know the 
Marchioness Olympia ? 

Parozzi. Does not each of us 
keep a list of the handsomest women 
in the republic, and can we h^ve 
forgsiE>tten number one ? - ^ ;, 

Falieri. Olympia and Rosa- 
bella are the goddesses of Venice : 
our youths burn incense on no 
other altars. 

CoNTARiNO. Olympia is my 
own ! 

Falieri. How ? 
Parozzi. Olytapia ! 
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^ CoKTARit^a. Why, how now? 
Why st^e ye, as bad I pro|>he8ied 
to you that the skies were going 
to &U !— t tell you Olympiads heaH; 
ia xaikie, and thg^ I possess het eA« 
lire and most intireate eonfidenee. 
Our ccNanectio)! must remaiii a pro* 
found secret; but, dep^id on it; 
whatever / wiish, she wishes also, 
and you know she cai^ make half 
the nobility in Venice ddaiee to tfce 
sound of hdr pipe, let her play i^Hmt 
tu&e. soever ^e pleases. 

Parozzi^ Contairizi0» you are 
our master. 

€oNTARiNO. And you had not 
the least mi^pldioii how powerfnd 
an ally I was labonnng to procure 
foe 5^ou. 

pAEo'nsi. I must blush for my- 
aelP: while I Ikten to you, since as 
yet I have done nothing. Yet this 
^X.iniKst say in my e»mse: had 
Matteo, bribed by my gold, accom- 
plished Rosabc^as nntrder, the 
Doge would hafve been robbed of 
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'^t chaim wMoi whidfi be hoids the 
doiefmeiiin Venieeistllaclmi toltts 
government. Andreas wouid hne 
no »£nJt» were RbsabeUa .<mce 
removed. The unoftt ilUuftrijons 
Igaomilies wotdd cmte no Imigeir for 
Iqs itdtrndshifi, ^ere tlmr lirfi|ieBi of 
acciiiiie««ou ifith kni. *iy tdoiiii *f 
hk mme, buried m kar granre. Ro- 
sdtelk MrMidne day be iA» I>lge'« 

Memmo. All that I jf jMi dd for 
you in this isttan^ is, tc> pi6«ride 

old niiiserabie wiele, irdbroie whcQie 
property becomes mine at IMMi. 
hm ibnn^Il diifffers, md t^ old 
ainer'iii^fti^liQBev i aay Ihe^vwd. 

Fax-iosri« You iiave julS^Md 
^bBn to live too long already. 

ffiEMTMo. Why, iitever have ibeeh 
dblle to make np my mind entirely 
to. . . . You would '^e^se^y b^llieve 
it, #iends, Imt at times I rnn id- 
mofitmbypodhioodrifU!, that I could 
. fffiu^I feel twinges of citiiscienoe. 
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CoNTARiNo. Indeed ! Then 
take my advice; go into a mo- 
nastery. 

Memmo. Yes, truly, that would 
suit me to an hair ! 

Falieri, Our first care must 
beto find out our old acquaintances, 
Matteo's companions ; yet, having 
hitherto always transacted business 
with them through their captain, 
I know not where they are to be 
met with. 

Parozzi. As soon as they are 
found, their employment must be 
the removal of the Doge's trio of 
advisers. 

CoNTARiNO. That were an ex- 
cellent idea, if it were but as easily 
done as said : • • • • Well then, my 
friends, this principal point at lea&t 
is decided. Either we will bury 
our debts under the ruins of the 
existing constitution of the republic, 
or make Andreas a gifl of our heads 
/* ^ towards strengthening the walls of 
' > the building. In either case, we 
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shall at Jeast obtain quiet. Ne- 
cessity, with hfet whip of serpeiits, 
has driven tis to the very highest 
point of her rock, t\hence we itiui^t 
save ourselves by sotne act Of ex- 
tttkordinalry daring, or be j^recijii- 
trfted on the opposite feide of the 
•abyss of i&hame and eteftial obliviofl. 
'5^ife next point to be considered 
is, how we ttray best obtain supplies 
^T onr necei^saty exfrerises, and in- 
^ttde dihers to joiti with us in oiir 
^an^s. t'ot this piirpbse we ttirii^t 
itte ieveiy^ attrfitfe to secure, in otir 
iriteret^, tiie cotittt2:6*n's 6^ thfc 
^ateist celebrity i* Vehicle. What 
we shduld bte uttable to etfett by 
evety powier biP petsliia^ion, banditti 
by Ihieir daggers, tihid p^ihceis by 
their treasuries, can dne of thoSfe 
Phtynes accomplish t»ith ^ sJn^e 
look. Wber'e the terWrS of thfe 
scafibM atfe without eflfect, and the 
priest's exhortationiS hrt heard xVith 
coldtie^, a t^ntdti kisii aild ^ tetideir 
prottHSe i^ftfeh p^orm w6ttdett. 



• 
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The most , vigilant fidelity drop? 
to sleep on the bosoms of thes^ 
witches; the warmth of their kisses 
can thaw the lips of Secrecy itself; 
and the bell which sounded the 
hour of assignation, has often rang 
the knell of the most sacred prin- 
ciples and moststedfast resolutions. 
But should you either, fail to gain 
the mastery over the minds of these 
women, or fear to be yourselves en- 
tangled in the nets which you wish 
to spread for others, in these cases 
you must have recourse to the holy 
father-confessors. Flatter the pride 
of these insolent friars ; paint for 
them, upon the blank leaf of futu- 
rity, bishops mitres, patriarchal mia- 
sions, the hats of cardinals, and the 
keys of St. Peter ; my life upon it, 
they will spring at the bait, and 
you will have them completely at 
your disposal. These hypocrites^ 
who govern the consciences of the 
bigotted Venetians, hold man and 
woman, the noble and the, mendL- 
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^ eafit, the doge and the gondoleer, 
bound fast in the chains of super- 
stition, by which they can lead them 
tvheresoever it best suits their plea- 
sure. It will save us tons of gold 
in gaining over proselytes, and keep- 
ing their consciences quiet when 
gained, if we can but obtain the 
assistarice of the confessors, whose 
blessings and curses pass with the 
multitude for current coin. Now 
then to work, comrades, and so 
farewell. 



CHAP. IX. 

Cintkias dwelling. 

Scarcely had Abellino achieved 
t*he bloody deed which empl oy ed 
every tongue in Venice, thaii he 
changed his dress and whole ap- 
pearance with so much expedition 
and success, as to prevent the 
sligthest suspicion of his being Mat- 
teo's murderer. He quitted the 
gardens unquestioned, nor left the' 
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leasts trace whiclx cculi^ lead to. ak 
discovery. 

H^R arrived at CintMa.'^ dFeJikig, 
It,, wag. already ev^ping, Ciatl^ft, 
q|])ei\ed the door, and. MelUup, 
entered the. comixxptt apartiftiejltt. 

" Wh^e a^e the. rest ? " said he; 
ift.a ss^vftge tone of voiee, wluase. 

spimd made Ciiitbia. tre^hle. 

" TMy he^e he^ft agleep," sber 
afl>9w<ered»" siuqe nwdrd^. Brohably- 
theyrmjpan to gp. oiiit on soipi^ pur- 
suit to-night." 

Abellino threw himself into a 
chair, and seemed to be lost in 
thought. 

"But M^y. a^ yon,;. always so 
gfopmy, AbfU,u)ip»" s^jd. Cintl^, 
d!rawi|ig;nea5 hijnj /'it's th^t whipjbt 
m^kes. jQM^B^y^j, ?iitlis<^ a:w?gr 
with tl^o^ frowns,; tljiey. n^fsi^^jovix, 

couijil^nance lopk.wor^e tha^A*tJI?© 
mdejt." 

Aljellino gav^ np answ/ey., 
"RteaUy, you a^e eqpugU to, 
frigjiten a body! Cpjije. nftw,' let. 
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US be friends, AbelHno; I begin 
not to dislike you, and to endure 
your appearance ; and I don't knov? 

but " 

" Go ! wake thesieepers !" roared 
the bravo. 

*' The sleepfers ! Psha 1 tet them 
sleep on, the stupid rogues ! Sure 
you are not afraid to be alone with 
me ? Mercy on me, one would think 
I looked as terrible as yourself? Do 
I ? Nay, look on me, Abellino!" 

Cinthia, to say the truth, was by 
no means an ill-looking girl; her 
«yes were bright and expressive ; 
her hair lell in shining ringlets over 
her bosom ; her lips were red and 
full, and she bowed them towards 
Abellino's: — ^but Abellino's were 
«till sacred by the touch of Rosa- 
bella's cheek ;— he started firom his 
^at, and removed (yet gently) 
Cinthi^s hand, which rested on 
his shoulder. 
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"Wake the sleepers, my good 
girl/' said he, "I must s^ieakmth 
them this moment/' 

Cinthia hesitated. 

" Nay, go !" said he, in a fierce 
voice. 

Cinthia retired in silence ; yet, 
0S she erost the threshold, she 
^stopped for eax instant, and-menaeed 
him with her finder. 

Aheliino strode through the 
chamber with hasty st^ps, his head 
recUning on his shoulder, his arms 
folded over his breast. 

*'The first step is taken^" said 
he to himself; ** there is one m(M*tal 
"Smonster the less on earth. I have 
committed no sin by this sa^rder; 
I have but performed u sacri^d duty 
— Aid jne, thou Great and Good, 
for arduous is the ta^k before rae. 
Ah ! should that task be gmke 
through wi]»h>suecesB, mi^ Rosabelht 
be the reward of my labours.... 
Jiosabella ! • . • . "^hat ! shall the 
Poge's niece bestow on the out- 
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east AbeUmo. Oh f madman tbat 

I am to hope it, never can I reach 
the goal of my wishes t No, never 
was there frenzy to equal minet 
To attach myself at first sight to 
r . . .Yet Rosabella alone is^ capable 
of thus enchanting at first sight f 
Rosabella and Valeria ! To be be- 
loved by two such women. . . . Yet 
though 'tis impossible to attain, the 
^Tif>mg to attain such an end is 
glorious! IllusionB so delightful 
will at least make me happy for a 
moment, and alas ! the wretched 
Abeilino nee<fe so much ilhisions, 
that for a moment will make him 
happy I CMi ! surely knew the world 
what I gladly would accomplish, 
the world would both love and 
pity me !" 

Cinthia returned, — tlie four 
bravos followed her, yawning,, 
grumbling, and still half asleep. 

*^ Come, come l" said Abeilino ; 
" rouxe yourselveSj lads ! Before 
I say any thing, be convinced that 
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you are wide awake, for what I 
»m going to tell you is so strange 
that you would scarce believe it in 
a dream." 

They listened to him with an air 
of indifference and impatience. 

" Why, what's the matter now ?'* 
said Thomaso, while he stretched 

himself. 

'' Neither more nor less, thaa 
that our honest, hearty, brave 
Matteo. • • as murdered !" 

" What l~Murdered ?"— every 
one exclaimed, and gazed with 
looks of terror on the bearer of 
this unwelcome news; while 
Cinthia gave a loud scream, and 
clasping her hands together, sunk 
almost breathless into a chair. 

A general silence prevailed for 
some time. 

« 

" Murd ered !" at length repeated 
Thomaso — *' and by whom ?" 

Baluzzo. — Where ? 

PiETRiNO.—What ! this fore- 
noon ! 
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Abellino. — In the gardens of 
l)olabella, where he was found 
bleeding at the feet of the Doge's 
niece. Whether he fell by her 
hand, or by that of one of her 
admirers, I cannot say. 

CiNTHiA. (weeping) Poor dear 
Matteo ! 

Abellino. — About this time 
to-morrow you will see his corse 
exhibited on the gibbet. 

Pietrino. — What! Did any 
one recognize him ? 

Abellino. — Yes, yes! there's 
no doubt about his trade, you may 
depend on't. 

CiNTHiA. — The gibbet !...... 

Poor dear Matteo ! 

TiioMAso.— This is a fine piece 
of work ! 

Baluzzo. — Confound thiefellowj 
who would have thought of any 
thing happening so unlucky ! 

Abellino. — Why, how now? 
You seem to be overcome ? 
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STRUzau.-^I cannot recover 
i^yself : surpriase and terror have 
almost stupified me ! 

ABELLiNo.^-'Indeed ! By ray 
life, when I heard the news, I 
burst into laughter—' Signer Matr 
teo/ said I, * I wish your worship 
joy of your safe arrival/ 

TnoMASo.—What ? 

STRyg^A.-^You laughed ! Hang 
me if I can see what there 19 t^ 
laugh at ! 

Abellino. — Why surely you are 
not ajfraid of receiving what you 
are so ready to bestow on others ? 
What is your object? What can 
we expect as our reward at the end 
of our labours, except the gibbet or 
the rack ? What memorials of 
our actions shall we leave behind 
us, except our skeletons dancing 
in the air, and the chaiiis which 
rattle round them? Hewhochnses 
to play the brave's part on the great 
theatre of the world, moat not be 
afraid of death, whether it comes 



BRAVO OP VBKICE* 79 

at tho hands of the physician or of 
the executioner* Come, come! 
pluck up jour spirits, comrades, 

Thomaso. — That's easy to say, 
but quite out of my power. 

PiBTWKO.-r-Mercy on me, how 
my teeth chatter ! 

Baluzzo. — Pry'thee, Abellino« 
be composed for a moment or two ! 
your gaiety at a time like this is 
quite horrible* 

CiKTHiA.— 'Oh me! oh me! 
Poor murdered Matteo ! 

Abbllino. — Hey day! Why, 
what is all this ? — Cinthia, my life, 
are you not ashamed of being such 
a child? Come, let you and I 
jrenew that conversation whieh my 
sending to wake these gentlemen 
interrupted.— Sit down by me, 
sweetheart^ and give me a kiss. 

CiHTHiA.~Out upon you, mon- 
stn! 

ABBLLiNO.-^-What, have you 
idtttedyour mind, my pretty dear ? 
Well; well ; witih all my heart : 
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When you are in the humour, per- 
haps /may not have the inclination. 

Baluzzo. — Death and the devil, 
AbelUno, is this a time for talking 
nonsense? Prythee keep such 
trash for a fitter occasion, and let 
us consider what we are to do just 
now. 

PiETRiNo. — Nay, this is no sea- 
son for trifling. 

Struzza. — Tell us, Abellino, 
you are a clever fellow, what course 
is it best for us to take ? 

Abellino. — (after a pause.) — 
Nothing must be dcme, or a great 
deal. One of two things we must 
choose : either we must remain 
where we are, and what we are, 
murder honest men to please any 
rascal, who will give us gold and 
fair words, and make up our minds 
to be hung, broken on the wheel, 
condemned to the gallies, burnt 
alive, ^crucified, or beheaded, at the 
long ran, just as it may seem best 
to the supreme authority ; or else • • 
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Thomaso.— Or else ! Well ? 

Abellino. — Or else we must 
divide the spoils already in our 
possession, quit the republic, begim 
a new and better life, and endea- 
vour to make our peace with hea- 
ven. We have already wealth 
enough to make it unnecessary for 
us to ask — " How shall we get our 
bread ?*' You may either buy an 
estate in some foreign country, or 
keep an osteria, or engage in com- 
merce, or set tip some trade; or, 
in short, do whatever you like best, 
so that you do but abandon the 
profession of an assassin. Then 
we may look out for a wife among 
the pretty girls of our own rank in 
life, become the happy fethers of 
sons and daughters, may eat and 
drink in peace and security, aAd 
make amends by the honesty of our 
future lives for the offences of ou* 
piast. 

Thomaso. — Ha! hal hat 
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A]«BLLiNo. — What you do, that 
will / do» too ; I will either hang or 
be brdcen obl the wheel albng wi(3^ 
your, oc become an boneat i»an, 
just as you please — Now tibie^, wbiat 
is your deeisioB ? 

TH«:!kfASo.-- Was there ever sjadb 
a stupid eouBsellor ? 

PiETRiNo. — Our decision? Nay, 
the point's not very difficjult to 
decide. 

ABBLiJQNfo. — I should hava 
thou^t it had beenr. 

Thqmaso. — Without moie 
wordS) then, I vote for c«r retdain- 
ing as we are, aad carrying* on ow 
old trade ; that will bring us in 
pleiMty of goldy aiid enable u^ ta 
ie^ajoDy life. 

PiitTRiNo. — Ri^t, ladl Yon 
speak my thoughts exactly. 

Thomaso. — We are bravos, it's 
true ; but what then ? We are 
honest fellows, and the devil take 
him who dares to say we are not. 
However, at any rate we must keep 
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within doors for a few days, lest we 
should be discovCTed; for I war- 
rant you the Doge's spies are 
abroad in search of us by this. But 
as soon as the pursuit is over, be it 
our first business to fiad out Mat- 
teo's murderer, and throttle him 
out of h^id, as a warning to all 
.otherft. 

Alx. — Bravo i b^n^issimoi 

^lETRiNO. — And from this day 
forth I vote^ that Thomaso shall 
be our captain. 

Str|[jzza. — Aye, in Matteo^s 
stead. 

Ai.L.— »Right] right 1 

Aae'luno.— To which 1 say 
mnen, with all my heart. M^w 
then all is decided. 



End of Book the First 
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BOOK THE SECOND 



CHAP. I* 

The Birth-day. 

In solitude and anxiety, with 
barred windows and bolted doors, 
did the banditti pass the day 
immediately succeeding Matteo's 
murder ; every murmur in the street 
appeared to them a cause of appre*- 
hension; every footstep which ap- 
proached their doors made them 
tremble till it had passed them. 

In the m^an while the ducal 
palace blamed with splendour, and 
resounded with mirth. The Doge 
celebrated the birth-day of his fair 
niece, Rosabella ; and the feast' was 
honoured by the presence of the 
chief persons of the city, of the 
foreign ambassadors, and of many 
illustrious strangers who were at 
that time resident ill Venice. 



Oli'l^s*' occasion na e^speAse teifdt 
been spared^ no source of^ pleasure 
had been neglected. The arts 
contended mth each other for 
superiority; the best poet& in 
Venice celebrated this^ diy with- 
powers excelling any thing which 
they had befere exhibited, for the 
subject of tlieir verses was Rosa*- 
bella: the musicians and t>«r^iwwi' 
surpassed all their former triumphs^ 
for their object was • to obtain* the 
sufi^jnges of Rosabella. The siw^ 
gular union of all kinds of pleasure ' 
iihtoxicated the ixna^nation of every- 
guest ; and the genius ^ of deligh^^ 
eKt^ided his influence over the 
whole assembly, over the old maw^ 
aad the youth; ov^the matron and*' 
the virgin* 

The venerable Andreas had isel- - 
dom been seen in such high spirits*-^ 
as on this occasion; — he was all 
]ii4 ; smiles of satisfaction played'^ 
round his lips ^ graeious and conde* 
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scending to every one, he mjade it 
his chief care to prevent his rank 
from being felt. Sometimes he 
trifled with the ladies, whose beauty 
formed the greatest ornament of 
this enterainment ; sometimes he 
xningled among the masks, whose 
fantastic appearance and gaiety of 
i^nversation enlivened the ball- 
room by their variety; at other 
times he played chess with the 
generals and admirals of the re- 
public; and frequently he forsook 
every thing to gaze with delight on 
Hosabella s dancing, or listen in 
silent rapture to Rosabella's music. 
Lomellino, Gonari, and Paolo 
Manfrone, the Doges three con- 
fidential friends and counsellors, in 
defiance of their grey hairs, mingled 
in the throng of youthful beauties, 
flirted first with one, and then with 
another^ and the arrows of raillery 
%vere darted and received on both 
j^ides with spirit and good humour^ 
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" Now, Lomellino," said Andreas 
to his friend, who entered the saloon, 
in which the Doge was at that time 
accidentally alone with his niece ; 
"you seem in gayer spirits this 
evening, than when we were lying 
before Scardona, and had so hard 
a game to play against the Turks.'*^ 

LoMELLiNO. — I shall not take 
npon me to deny that, Signor. I 
still think with a mixture of terror 
and satisfaction on the night when 
we took Scardona, and carried the 
half-moon before the city walls. By 
my soul, our Venetians fought like 
lions r 

Andreas. — Fill this goblet tt> 
their memory, my old soldier ; you 
have earned your rest bravely. 

LoMELLiNo. — Aye, Signor, and 
oh ! it is so sweet to rest on laurels ! 
— But in truth, 'tis to you that I 
am indebted for mine— it is you 
who have immortalized me. No 
soul on earth would have known 
that Lomellino e:i(isted, had he not 
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ibught in Balmatia and Sicilia^ 
under the banners of the great 
Andreas, and assisted him in raising 
eternal trophies in honour of the 
republic. 

Andreas. — ^My good Lom^- 
lino, the Cyprus wine has heated 
your imagination. 

LoMELiiiNo. — Nay, I know well 
i ought not to call you great, and 
j^aise you thus Qpcnly to yovtr face ; 
but faith ! S^gnor, I am grown too 
old £>r it to be w-orth my while to 
f]atte(r. That is a business which I 
Jeave to our young pouitiers, wha 
have never yet come within ^e 
^«mell of p<^wder^ and have never 
flight for Venice and Andreas. 

AsTDRfi^AS. — You are an old ^Bh 
thusiast t — Think you the Emperor 
is of the sameopinioti ? 

liOM ELLiNo* — Unless Oharles 
th^ Fifth is deceived by those about 
|dfn, or is too proud to allow the 
gieatness of an enemy, he mu»t 
my perforce--" There \» but one 
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MHa on eat til wj^odd I feav, and who 
«i worthy to tontenA mt% me ; and 
thfttmai^ is And^as."' 

aoiely displeased, wben ke reeeii«» 
my answer to the message, by nd^^li 
k« notified te tm the impriMnfjaent 

©f the French king. 

wttlbe, Skign^F^ivadbii'btof.itjbut 
what tk^K ? Veiiiee need wyt fnif 
kb du^sirafe, whiie Andi^eaig »lttl 

lives. But when you and yow 
heroes are onc^ gone to yoiii* 0ter* 
nsl roRt* • • • ti^tn a)a» Ibr tb€#, poor 
TenjcQl: ] ik» ymit golden times 
iftilaoaii eome t9 th«tf concitii^^^ 

AnDRS^s/^Wkat' Iiiiv« ^f>e 
Heft mmiy yoMig dIBcdM ef gvrat 
pv#raise I 

Laii£i.i..pmK^Alsu» ! what am 
mostofthenv? Hetfoeet ki the fields 
«f Venioe ) Bei^ea at a drinbhig- 
Itoiitl £0b«|k9K^ striplings, le^ 
kxedbcilii^kiiii]^ But 

how 1 am running on, forgetful--- 
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Ah! when one is grown old, and 
conversing with an Andreas, it is 
easy to forget every thing else — 
My Lord, I sought you with a 
request; a request too of conse- 
quence. 

Andreas. — ^You excite my cu- 
riosity. > 

LoMBLLiNo. — About a week ago, 
there arrived here a young Floren- 
tine nobleman called Flodoardo, a. 
youth of noble appearance and great 
promise. 

Andreas. — Well ? 

LoMELLiNO. — His father was 
one of my dearest friends; he is 
dead now, the good old generous 
nobleman! In our youth we served 
togiether on board the same vessel; 
and many a turbanned head has 
fallen beneath his sword* — Ah ! he 
was a brave soldier. 

Akdreas. — While celebrating 
the father's bravery, you seem to 
have quite forgotten the son. 
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LoM£LLiNo.--His son is arrived 
in Venice, and wishes to enter into 
the service of the .republic, I en- 
treat you, give the young man some 
respectable situation ; he vnll prove 
the boast of Venice when we shall 
be in our graves; on that would I 
hazardmy existence ! 

Andreas,— Has he sense and 
talent ? 

LoMEJLLiKo.-^That he has, and 
an heart like his father s — Will it 
please you to see and converse with 
him ? He is yonder, among the 
masks in the great saloon. One 
thing I must tell you, as a speci- 
men of his designs. . He has heard 
of the banditti who* infest Venice ; 
and he engages, that the first piece 
of service which he renders the re- 
public, shall be the delivering into 
the hands of justice these concealed 
assassins, who hitherto have eluded 
the vigilance of our police. 

Andrsas.— Indeed! I doubt 
that promise will be too much for 
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power to perferm-^FiadMurdo^ 
I think you eallad ban ? TeM hiqai 
I would tpeak witk him. 

LosfELUNo.^'-Klh I^ then: I hare 
g/Bomd afc least the ha^ot my emam, 
aad I beiieire the wh^ of it ; f<kr 
to Me Flodoafdo; and Qot to like 
hinii, is as difficult aa to Icndc at 
Paradaae and net vnsh to^ enter. 
To see Flodoardo, and to hate him, 
ia as unlikely,, at that a blind man^ 
ahK^uId faeete tke kind hand whiek^ 
vemoTos the <^ta»et &om his eyeq, 
and powra upon them the blesti^ngs 
of Kght^ and heiaQti^s of nature. 

Ai^BRBAs. ^^ (siniliiig)^Iil the' 
whole eourse of ode aocjpiaintanee, 
liomellino, never did I heav yon so^ 
enthiuaaatic !^Go th«nf conduct, 
this prodigy faithev.. 

liOMBLLiNo.^^I hasten to ftod 
kirn ;<^'««andaafi)r you, Signora, look 
to yourself! look ta yaui»el^ I 
say! 

RosABELi^. '♦^ Nay^ pryHkee, 
LoBBottino, bnng yow hero hitke 
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^ihout delay ;. you have raised my 
rcuriosity to the height. 

tLomellino quitted the saloon. 

And&eas.— How comeB it diat 
yon rejoin Bot the da&eers^ lOy 
child? 

Rosabella;— k[ am iveary, and 
bteides curiosity now detains me 
here, for I would fain see this 
Flodoardo, whom Lomellino thinks 
deserving o£ such extraotrdinary 
praise. Shall I teil you the truth, 
toy dear imcle ? I verily believe 
%hat I am already 8e<^inted with 
him. There was a mask, in a Gre- 
cikn habit, whose ajipearance was 
so striking, that it was imposi^ble 
^or him to remain eo»fotmded with 
ife crowd: the least attentive eye 
ttmst have singled Mia out froAi 
among a thousand. It was a tall 
l^t figure, w> gra^eeM in tevery 
MtDvettie^t. ^ . . theia his dancitig was 
^liite perfection ! 

Andreas, (smiling and threaten* 
ing with his finger) — Child ! child ! 
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Rosabella. — Nay, my dear 
uncle, what I say is mere justice : 
it is possible, indeed, that the 
Greek and the^ Florentine may be 
two different persons; but still, 
according to Lomellino's descrip- 
tion. . • • Oh ! look, dear uncle, only 
look yonder! there stands the 
Greek, as I live. 

Andreas. — And Loraellino is 
with him — they approach— Rosa- 
be] la you have made a good guess. 

The Doge had scarcely ceased 
to speak, when Lomellino entered 
the room, conducting a tall young 
man, richly habited in the Grecian 
fashion. 

"My gracious Lord/' said Lo^ 
mellino, "I present to you the 
Count Flodoardo, who humbly sues, 
for your protection." 

Flodoardo uncavered his. head 
m token of respect, took off his 
mask, and bowed low betbre tlift 
illustdous ruler of Venice. 



BJCAT9 OF VENICE* ^5 

Andreas. — I understand you 
are desirous of serving the republic ? 

Flodoarbo. — That is ray am; 
bition, should your Highness think 
me deserving of such an honour, 

Akdbeas. — Lomellino speaks 
highly of you ; if all that he says 
be true, hovsr came you to deprive 
your own country of your services ? 

Flodoardo. — Because my own 
country is not governed by an 
Andreas. 

Andreas. — You have inten^ 
itions, it seems, of discovering the 
haunts of the banditti, who for some 
time past have caused so many tears 
to flow in Yenice ? 

Flodoardo. — If your Highness 
would design to confide in me^ I 
will ^answer with my head, for 
their dehvery into the hands of your 
eofficeo^s, .and that speedily. 

Andreas. — That were much for 
astranger toperform ; — I wouldfain 
inake the trial, whether you can 
loeep your word. 



FX'ODOAi&Bo. TPhat is 6»fficieBt. 
lo^mofrow^ oy the (fey affeer, afr^ 
latest, will IiperfonMhiBy- promise, 

Ani>rba»«— And'you make* tfe»fc^ 
promise so resollitely ? Are you- 
wware^ young man^ how dangerous 
a ta»k it is to surprise these mis* 
creantB? Thay are never to be 
found' when sought^ for, and always, 
present when least expeeted ; they 
sr^ at- oBce^ every where> and no' 
where ; there exists not a nook in^ 
all Venice, which our spies are not 
acqu^ted with, or have left un- 
examined > and yet has our police- 
eiideavpured in vain to discover the 
place of their concealment; 

Fi!iO»oAM>o. — I know all this, 
and to know it' rejoices, me, since 
it affords me an opportunity of con- 
vinoiQg^he D^ge of Venice^ that' 
my acticms are not- those- of a* 
common adventurer* 

Andrsas. — Perform your pro- 
mise, and then let me hear of you. 
For the present our- discourse shall 
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€fnd here, for no unpleasant thoughts 
musl disturb the joy to which this 
day is dedicated. RosabeUa, would 
you not like to join' the dancers ? 
Count, I confide her to your cfare. 

Floboardo.— I could not be en-' 
trusted with a more precious charge, 

Rosabella, during this <;onv6r'- 
sation, had been leaning against the' 
back of her uncle's chair: she* 
repeated to herself Lomellino's 
assertion, ^* that to see Flodoardo, 
and not to Hke him, was as difficult 
as to look at Paradise and not wish 
to enter ;" and while she gazisd on 
the youth, she allowed that Lomel- 
lino had not exaggerated. When 
her uncle desired Flodoardo to 
conduct her to the dancers, a soft 
blush overspread her cheeks, and 
she doubted whether she should 
accept or decline the hand which 
was immediately oflfered. 

And to tell you my real opinion, 
my fair ladies, I suspect that very 

K 
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few of you wqvld hsLYeAxea tinoi^ 
collected than Rosabella, had you 

foimd yourselves similarly siiuat^^* 
In truth, Biich a form as Flodo* 
ardo's; a countenance. whose jpJbi^i- 
ogQomy seemed a passport ^t.oQce 
to the hearts of all who es)cg]^iied. 
it ; features so exquisitely fas|t|Qn- 
^^ that the artist iwho wish^ ip* 
CKecute a model of manly be^ty^ 
had he imitated them, would r)ia^e 
had nothing to supply or in^prove ; 
features, every one of which^isipofce 
so clearly — "the bosom of 4lys 
youth contains the heart ,of ^ 
hero:*' — ••••ah! ladi^^ ^iny dfj^r 
ladies, a man like this -ipight Wj^fU 
make some little cpufu^onjin ^e 
head and hdart of a ygi^ig^l, 
tender and unsuspiciqus ! 

Flodoaii^o topk RosjabeUa^d heg^ 
and led her into the ballrfQ999* 
Here all was mirth^^pd $fd^d9j|4'.; 
the ropfs re-^(|hoj^ j^ith tjie 'full 
sw^U of liarmony« aijd the floor 
trembled beneath the multitude of 
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dancers; Yfho forrttiBd a thousand 
beautiful groupes by the' blaze of 
inriumetsble lustres. Yet Plodo- 
atdb and' Rosabella pafesed on in 
silenci^, tilf they reached^ the el- 
treme end of the great saloon; Here 
they stopped^, and remained before 
an open window. Some minutes 
past, atadstili^theysipokie not. Some- 
times they gashed on each other, 
sometimes on^ the dancers, itome- 
fime^ dn themtoon ; and then again 
they forgot each other, the dancers, 
and the moon, aiid were totally 
absorbed in themselves. 

"Lady," said Flodoardb at 
length, "can there be a greater 
misfortune ?'* 

** A misfortune !" said Rosabella, 
Starting, as if suddenly awaking 
from a dream; "what misfortune, 
Signor ? who is unfortunate ?*' 

''He who is doomed to behold 
tKe joyis of Elysium, and never to 
j^os^ess theitf : he who dies of thirst, 
and sees aeti|i stand futf before hiitt. 
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but which he knows is destined for 
the lips of another V 

"And axe you, my lord, this 

outcast from Elysium ? are you the 

thirsty one who stands near the cup 

, which is filled for another ? Is it 

, thus you wish me to understand 

^ your speech ?" 

" You understand it as I meant ; 
and now tell me, lovely Rosabella^ 
am I not indeed unfortunate ?" 

" And where then is the Elysium 
which you never must possess ?'* 

"Where Rosabella is, there is 
Elysium." 

Rosabella blushed, and cast her 
. eyes on the ground. 

" You are not offended, Signora?** 
said Flodoardo, and took her hand 
with an air of respectful tenderness. 
"Has this openness displeased 
you !" 

" You are a native of Florence, 
Count Flodoardo ? In Venice we 
dislike these kind of compliments; 
at least /dislike them, and wish. to 
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hear them from no one less than 
from you/' 

*'By my life, Signora, I spoke 
but as I thought ; my words con- 
cealed no flattery/' 

*' See ! the Doge enters the sa- 
loon with Manfroneand Lomellino ; 
he will seek us among the dancers. 
Come, let us join them/' 

Flodoardo folio wedher in silence. 
The dance began. Heavens ! how 
lovely looked Rosabella, as she 
glided along to the sweet sounds of 
music, conducted by Flodoa^dsi! 
How handsome looked Floddardo^ 
as lighter than air he flew down the 
dance; while his brilliant eyfes saw 
no object but Rosabella ! He was 
still without his mask, and bare 
headed;, but every eye glanced 
away from the helmets and baretles, 
-wavjng with. plumes and sparkling 
jewels, to gaze on Flodoardo's raven 
locks, as they, floated on the air in 
-wild lu:!$uriance. A nfiurmur of 
admiration rose from every comer 
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1^ f he salooiH but it rme unAisvked 
by those who were the ^pfej^titA^ 
k I. nHt&epRoeaftlkUfLiior ]^o(d(Hitdo 
ali tbatimunQQtrfomi^d-^Jviskito.fae 
applauded, except bf e^Kb otiilyi. 
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jTTie Fwrentihe stranger. 
Turo ev^mngsJkad elapsed sinefe 



s ' « f . 



Boreas entedAnment ; on the 
secwtd Phro9ra i^iiihiaown apart- 
nient with Memmo and Faiieri. 
Bimly burnt the lights ; lowefing 
and tempestuous were the skite 
lAmthoilt ; glbohiy and feaiful were 
the soub of the libertines withki. 
' Paroz25i.— (after a long silence) 
What! ,»re ^o!n both dreamkig? 
^Hi) tib^^! Memmo^ Fdieri, fill 

M Bici[Q4 -^ (with iiidiffeicneft) 
.WeU^ toiplesme you* •• # But I Ctt€ 
not for wine to-#ght. 



UATo o# vsmcs. 103 
.. FAi.iloii.'r^dr I; wMetfainkt it 

itself is good ; 'tb our lU^tenqpttr 
fiiioih iL ' . — 

PAJu^Confttttiid tte ras^abi & 

Mxiff.^Whbt i 1M banditti P 
. P;AB*r-Noi; ii tmck «f them can 
be found r It is mougll to kill one 
with rexiitioii ! 

Fal. — And in the Inean Irhile 
the time runb out* diir prbj^cts. will 
get ^nd, and theti We -shau sit 
quietly ii) i]B^ state prisons of 
Venice, objects of derision to tlie 
pDjImlabe and ourselyes t J could 
. teac m J fleilh fdr anger ! (Aa iuei- 
¥ielrsal iilencei.) 

iiPAkr-T^striking Ilia hand agaMoat 
the table passionately) Ftodobnjb ! 
Flodoardo ! 

, . FlL;~Ib a.coU^i^ of houirs I 
niUst Attend the Cardinal Gonmg%? 
and what intelligence ^shall I hare 
4?a ^ve him ? 

Mmg.;*^Com6,^inA^ i Cottlaxifto 
cannot have bedn aisoent ao k»g 
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without cause; I warrant you he 
will bring some news with him when 
• he arrive. 

Fal.— Psha! psha! My life 
on't he lies at this moment at 
Ol3n[npia s feet, and forgets us, the 
republic, the banditti and himself. 

Pak. — And so neither of you 
know any thing of this Flodoarda? 

Mem* — N6 more than of what 
happened on Rosabella's birth-day. 

Fal, — ^Well then, I know one 
thing more about him; Parozzi is 
jealous of him. 

Par. — I ? Ridiculous ! Rosa- 
bella may bestow her hand on the 
German emperor, or a Venetian 
gondoleer, without its giving me 
the least anxjiety. 

Fal.— Ha! ha! ha! 

Mem. — Well, one thing at least 
even Envy must confess; Flodo- 
ardo is the handsomest man in 
Venice. I doubt whether there's 
a woman in the city who has virtue 
enough to resist him. 



' 
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Par. — And / should doubt it 
too, if women bad as little sense as 
you have, and looked only at the 
shell, without minding the kernel. . 

Mem. — Which unluckily is ex- 
actly the thing which women always 
do. . 

Fal. — The old Lomellino seems 
to be extremely intimate with this 
Flododrdo ; they say he was well 
acquainted with his father. 

Mem. — It was he who presented 
him to the Doge. 

Par. — Hark ! surely some one 
knocked at the palace door ? 

Mem. — It can be npne but Con- 
tarino. Now then we shall hear 
whether he has discovered the 
banditti. 

Fal.*— (starting from his chair) 
J'U swear , to that footstep'! it's 
Contarino ! 

The doors were thrown open; 
- Contarino entered hastily, enve- 
loped in his cloak. 



if 
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'• Goi>d evening, swbefe getftle- 
ihah!" said he, and tbretr his 
mantle a^de: Artd Memma, Pa- 
Tojgaij and Faiieri sri^rted back in 
hOrrtor. 

GdttdGkodr* they ^xckiitied, 
what has happened ? You are 
ednrered with blood ?" - ' 

*^A trifle!'* cried Gontadho^ 
*'ii^1^M wine ? quick ! give me a 
goblet of it ! I expii:^ with thirst." 

Fax .-^(whilehe gives him a ciip,) 
But, Contarino ! you bleed ? 

CoKTARiNo. — You neednol^teU 
me that— I did not do it m^j^selQ I 
jifomise you. 

Par. — First let us bind up yoilr 
^dunds, and tiien tell us what has 
happened to you. It is as Weil: thrit 
tliei^rvaaits should ieniainngnoirant 
of your advehtui^i j 1 will be yoifr 
surgeon myself. 

CoiJ.—What h«s happened' to 
iffsi say you^ ? <Wi ! a joke, gen- 
tlemen ! a mere jt)ke ! Hejfe, Fa- 
lieri, fill the bowl again. 
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Ikf py«— I ,C9P scarcely breathe 
f oif terror ! 

CoN.-^Very possibly; neither 
tibiNlld I, were I Meimno, in^toad 
of Qqv^samo — the wound bleeds* 
ploiit^lM^sly it's truBi but it's by np 
mjQtans dangerous. (He tore open 
}|is dQublet, ,and uncovered his 
bp§4^.) There look, comrades 1 
yf^ s^ fit's only a cut of not moi^e 
ih|in-two inches djeep. 

Me»i. — (shuddering.) Mercy, chi 
nfiei the very sight of it makfS my 
)}lpod r]4n cold. 

VasQzzi brought ointments and 
iia^n, and bound up the wopod of 
faia associate* 

:CoN.— OldHoyace is in thought : 
a^philogftpher <^ be ^ny thing be 
pleases, a cobler, a kmg, or a phy^ 
$ji«ian. Only observe with sdiit 
d^gmfied address the philosopher 
^mmzi spreads that plaister for 
flae' I thank you, friend; that's 
jW9Ugh. . ADdnow, comrades, place 
younsfelves in a circle round me^ 
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and listen to the wonders I am going 
to relate. 

Fal.— Proceed. 

CoN.~As soon as it was twilight 
I stole out, wrapped in my cloak, 
determined if possible to discover 
some of the banditti: I knew not 
their persons, neither were they 
acquainted with mine. An extra- 
vagant undertaking, perhaps yott 
will tell me ; but I was resolved 
to convince you that every thing 
which a man determines to do, may 
be done. I had some information 
respecting the rascals, though it 
was but slight, and on these grounds 
I proceeded. I happened by mere 
accident to stumble upon a gondo- 
leer, whose appearance excited my 
curiosity. I fell into discourse with 
him; I soon was convinced that 
he was not ignorant of the' lurking- 
place of the bravos, and by means 
of some gold and ms^ny fair speeches, 
I at length brought him to confess, 
that though not regularly belongr 
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ing to the band, heKad occasionally 
been employed by them. I imme- 
diately made a bargain with him ; 
he conducted me in his gondola 
through the greatest part of Venice, 
sometimes right, sometimes left, till 
I lost every idea as to the quarter 
of the town in which I found my- 
self. At length he insisted on 
binding my eyes with his handker- 
chief, and I was compelled to 
submit to this condition. Half an 
hour elapsed before the gondola 
stopped. He told me to descend, 
conducted me through a couple of 
streets, and at length knocked at 
a door, where he left me, still blind- 
folded — the door was opened ; my 
business was inquired with great 
caution, and after some demur I 
was at length admitted. The 
handkerchief was now withdrawn 
from my eyes, and I found myself 
in a small chamber, surrounded by 
four men of not the most creditable 
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appearance, and a young woman; 
who (it seems) had opened the door 
for me. 

Fal. — You are a daring fellow, 
ContarinoJ 

CoK.— -Here was no time to be 
lost. J instantly threw my purse 
on the table, promised them bags 
of gold^ and fixed on particu-r 
lar days, hours, and signals, which 
were necessary to facihtate our 
future intercourse. For the present, 
I only required that Manfrone, 
Conari, and Lomellino, should be 
removed with all possible expe- 
dition. 

All.— Bravo ! 

Con. — So far every thing went 
exactly as we could have wished ; 
and one of my new associates was 
just setting out to guide me home, 
when we were surprised by an 
unexpected visit. 

Par.— Well ? 

jVI EM, —(anxiously.) Go on, for 
Clod's sake I 
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CoK. — A knocking was heard at 
the door ; the girl went to inquire 
the cause ; in an instant she returned 
pale as a corpse, and — " Fly ! fly T 
she cried aloud. 

Fal.— What followed? 

Cojf. — Why then rfoHowed a? 
whole legion of sbirri and police- 
officers ; . and who should be at 
their head but. ^.. the Florentine 
stranger ! 

All,— Flodbardo ! what, Flodo- 
ardo ? 

Con.— Flodoardo. 

Fal. — What demon could have 
guided him thither ! 

Pak.-— Hell and furies! Oh, that 
I had been there ! 

M BM. — There now, Parozzi ! you 
see at least that Flodoardo is no 
coward. 

Fal. — Hush ! let us hear the rest. 
•' Con. — We stood as if we had 

* 

been petrified; not a soul could 
stir a finger. ''In the name of the 
Doge and the republic," cried 



112 BRAVO OF VENICE. 

Flodoardo, " yield yourselves, and 
deliver your arms." — " The devJl 
shall yield himself sooner than we!" 
exclaimed one of the banditti, and 
forced a sword from one of the 
officers ; the others snatched their 
musquets from the walls; and as 
for ihe, my first care was to extin- 
guish the lamp, so that we could 
not tell friends from foes. But 
still the confounded moonshine 
gleamed through the window-shut- 
ters, and shed a partial light through 
the room. "Look to yourself, 
Contarino !" thought I ; "if you 
are found here, you will be hanged 
for company !" and I drew my 
sword, and made a lunge at Flodo- 
a rdo. But however well-intended, 
my thrust was foiled by his sabre, 
which he whirled around with the 
rapidity of lightning: I fought 
like a madman, but all my skill was 
without effect on this occasion, aad^ 
before I was aware of it> Flodoardo 
ripped open mj btfsom. I fett 
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Myself wounded, and sprang back ; 
at that moment two pistols were 
fired, and the flash discovered to 
me a small side door, which they 
had neglected to beset ; through 
this I stole unperceived into the 
adjoining chamber, burst op^i the 
grated window, sprang below un- 
hurt, crossed a court-yard, climbed 
two or three garden-walls, gained 
the canaU where a gondola fortu- 
nately was waitings persuaded the 
boatman toconvey me with all speed 
to the place of St. Mark, and thence 
hastened hitfaj^r, astonished to find 
myself still alive. There is an in- 
fernal adventure for you ! 

Pab--^I shall go mad ! 

Fal. — Every thing we design is 
counteracted ! the more trouble we 
give ourselves, the fiirther are we 
from the goal ! 

Mbm.— I confess it seems to me 
as if heaven gave us warning to 
desist. How say you ? 



n 
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tongue, made amends for the pri- 
vation with her thoughts. Many 
a maiden now enjoyed less tranquil 
slumbers; many aa experienced 
coquette sighed, as she laid on her 
colour at the looking-glass ; many 
a prude forgot the rules which she 
had imposed upon herself, and daily 
frequented the gardens and publi4P 
walks, in which report gave her the 
hope of meeting Flodoardo. 

But from the time that, placing 
himself at the head of the sbirri, 
he had dared to enter boldly the 
den of the banditti, and seize them 
at the hazard of his life, he was 
scarcely more an object of attention 
among the women than among the 
men. Greatly did they admire his 
courage and unshaken presence of 
mind, while engaged in so danger- 
ous an adventure; but still more 
were they astonished at his pene- 
tration in discovering where the 
bravos concealed themselves, an 
attempt which had foiled even the 
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keen wits of the so much celebrated 
police of Venice. 

The Doge Andreas cultivated 
the acquaintance of this singular 
young man with increasing assi<- 
duity ; and the more he conversed 
with him, the more deserving of 
consideration did Flodoardo ap- 
pear. The action by which he had 
rendered the republic a service so 
ei^ential, was rew^arded by a present 
that would not have disgraced irn^ 
perial gratitude; and one of the 
most important offices in the state 
was corded to his superintencl- 
ance. 

' Both favours were conferred 
unsolicited ; but no sooiler was the 
Florentine apprizsed of the I>oge's 
benevoleiit care of him, than with 
fiibdesty and respect he requested 
to decline the proposed i^vantageta. 
The ooly favor whieh he requested 
was, to be penmtted t6 live free and 
independent in Venice during a 
year, at the end of whidh he pro^ 



118 BRAVO OP VENICE. 

mised to name that employment 
which he esteemed the best adapted 
to his abilities and inclination. 

Flodoardo was lodged in the 
magnificent palace of his good old 
patron, Lomellino : here he lived 
in the closet retirement, studied 
the most valuable parts of ancient 
and modern literature, remained 
for whole days together in his own 
apartment, and was seldom to be 
seen in public, except upon some 
great sdemivity. 

But the Doge, Lomellino, Man^ 
frone, and Conari, men who had 
established the fame of Venice on 
so firm a basis, that it would require 
centuries to undermine it ; men in 
whose society one seemed to be 
witfidrawn from the circle <rf ordi- 
nary mortals, and honored by the 
intercourse of superior beings ; men 
who now graciously received the 
Florentine stranger into their inti- 
macy, and resolved to spare no 
pains-in forming him to support th^ 
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ehaxacter of a great man : it could 
not long escape the observation of 
men like these, that Flodoardo's 
gaiety was assumed, and that a 
secret sorrow prieyed upon his 
heart. 

In vain did Lomellino, who loved 
him like a father, endeavour to 
discover the source of his melan- 
choly; in vain did the venerable 
Doge exert himself to disperse the 
gloom which oppressed his young 
favourite; Flodoardo remained si- 
lent and sad. 

And Rosabella ? Rosabella 

would have belied her sex, had she 
remained gay while Flodoardo 
sorrowed. Her spirits were flown ; 
her eyes were frequently obscured 
with tears. She grew daily paler 
and paler; till the Doge, who 
doatedon her, was seriously alarmed 
for her health. At length Rosabella 
grew really ill ; a fever fixed itself 
upon her; she became weak, and 
was confined to her chamber^ and 
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her complaint baffled the 49kill of 
the most experienced physicians in 
yenice. 

In the midst of these unpleasant 
eircmnstances. in which Andreas 
and his friends now found them* 
selves, an incident occurred one 
morning, which raised their un- 
easiness tO: the very highest pitch. 
Never had so bold and audacious 
an action been heard of in Venice, 
as that which I am now going to 
relate. 

The four banditti whom Flodo- 
ardo had seized, Pietrino, Struzza, 
Baluzzo, and Thomaso, had been 
safely committed to the Doge's 
dungeons, where they underwent 
a daily examination, and looked 
upon every sun that rose, as the 
last that would ever rise for them. 
Andreas and his confidential coun- 
sellors now flattered themselves^ 
that the pubUc tranquility had 
nothing more to apprehend^ and 
that Venice wa&completely purified 
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of the miscreants, whom gold could 
bribe to be the instruments of re^ 
venge and cruelty; when, all at 
once^ the following address was 
discovered, affixed to most of the 
remarkable statues, and pasted 
against the corners of the principal 
streets, and pillars of the pubUc 
Imildings. 

VENETIANS I 

Struzza^ Thomaso, Pietriiio, Ba^ 
iuzzo, and Matteo, five as brave 
men as the world ever produced; 
who, had they stood at the head of 
armies, would have been called 
heroesj and now being called 
haditti, are fallen victims to the 
injustice of state policy ; these men, 
it is true, exist for you no longer ; 
but their place is supplied by him, 
whose name is affixed to this paper, 
and who will stand by his employ- 
ers with body and with soul! I 
laugh at the vi^lance of the Yene- 

M 
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tian police; I laugh at the crafty 
and insolent Florentine, whose hand 
has dragged my brethren to the rack! 
Let those who need me, seek me ; 
they will find me «very where ! Let 
those who search for me with the 
design of delivering me up to the 
law, despair and tremble ; they will 
iind me no- where — but I shall find 
them, and that when they least 
expect me \ Venetians, you under- 
stand me ! Woe to the man who 
shall attempt to discover me; his 
life and death depend upon my 
pleasure. This comes from the 
Venetian bravo, 

ABELLINO. 

^* An hundred sequins," exclaim- 
ed the incensed Doge, on reading 
the paper, " an hundred sequins to 
him who discovers this monster 
Abellino, and a thousand to him 
who delivers him up to justice!" 

But in vain did spies ransack 
every lurking place in Venice ; no 
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Abellino was to be found. In vain 
did the luxurious, the avaricious, 

and the hungry, stretch their wits 
to the utmost, incited by the tempt- 
ing promise of a thousand sequins* 
Abellino' s prudence set all their 
mgenuity at defiance. 

But not the less did every one 
assert that he had recognized Abel- 
Hno sometimes in one disguise, and 
sometimes in another; as an old 
man, a gondoleer, a woman, or . a 
monk. Every body had seen him 
somewhere ; but unluckily nobody 
could tell where he was to be seen 
again. 

CHAP. IV. 

The Violet. 

I informed my readers, in the 
beginning of the last chapter, that 
Flodoardo was become melancholy, 
and that Rosabella was indisposed : 
but I did not tell them what had 
occasioned this sudden change. 
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' Flodoardo, who, on his first am- 
Tal at Venice, was all gaiety, and 
the life of every society in which 
he miilgled, lost his sjMrits on one 
particular day ; and it so happened, 
that it was on the very same day 
that Rosabella betrayed the first 
symptoms of indisposition. 

For on this unlucky day did the 
caprice of accident, or perhaps the 
goddess of Love, (who has h«? 
caprices too every now and then,) 
conduct Rosabella into her uncle's 
garden, which none but the Doge'a 
intimate friends were permitted to 
enter, and where the Doge him<« 
self frequently reposed in solitude 
and silence, during the evening 
hours of a sultry day. 

^Hosabella, lost in thought, wan- 
dered listless and unconscious along 
the broad and shady alleys of the 
garden. Sometimes, in a moment 
of vexation, she plucked the unof- 
folding leaves from the hedges, and 
strewed them upon the ground; 
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sometimes she stopped suddenly, 
then rushed forward with impetu- 
osity, then again stood still, and 
gazed upon the clear blue heaven. 
Sometimes her beautiful bosom was 
heaved with quick and irregular 
motion ; and sometimes an half- 
suppressed sigh escaped from her 
lips of coral. , 

"He is very handsome!" she 
murmured, and gazed with such 
eagerness on vacancy, as if she had 
seen there something which was 
hidden from the sight of common 
observers. 

" Yet Camilla is in the right," she 
resumed, after a pause; and she 
frowned as had she said that Camilla 
was in the wrong. 

This Camilla was her governess, 
her friend, her confidant, I may 
almost say her mother. Rosabella 
had lost her parents early : her 
mother died when her child could 
scarcely lisp her name ; and her 
father, Guiscardo of Corfu, the 
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commander of a Venetian vessel, 
eight years before had perished inr 
an engagement with the Turksy 
while he was still in the prime of 
life. Camilla, one of the worthiest 
creatures that ever dignified the 
name of woman, supplied to Ros^ 
bella the place of mother, had 
brought her up from infancy, and 
who vas now her best friend, and 
the person to whose ear she con- 
fided all her little secrets. 

While Rosabella was still buried 
in her own reflections, the excellent 
Camilla advanced from a side-path^ 
and hastened to join her pupiL 
Rosabella started. 

Rosabella. — Ah! dear Camilla, 
is it you ? What brings you hither ? 

Camilla. — ^You often call me 
your guardian angel, and guardian 
angels should always be near the 
object of their care. 

Rosa. — Camilla, I have been 
thinking over your arguments; I 
cannot deny that all you have said 
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to me is very true, and very wise ; 
but stilL • • • 

Cam. — But still, though your 
prudence agrees with me, your heart 
is of a contrary opinion ? 

Rosa. — It is indeed. 

Cam. — Nor do I blame your heart 
for differing from me, my poor girl ! 
I have acknowledged to you, with- 
out disguise, that were I at your 
time of life, and were such a man 
as Flodoardo to throw himself in 
my way, I could not receive his 
attentions with indifference. It 
cannot be denied, that this young 
stranger is uncommonly pleasing, 
and indeed for any woman whose 
heart is disengaged, an uncommon- 
ly dangerous companion. There 
is something very prepossessing in 
his appearance ; his manners are 
elegant, and short as has been his 
abode in Venice, it is already past 
doubting that there are many noble 
and striking features in his cha- 
racter. But alas ! after all, he is 
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but a poor nobleman, and it iiS not 
very probable that the rich and 
powerful Doge of Venice will ever 
bestow his niece on one, who, to 
speak plainly, arrived here little 
better than a beggar. No, no, 
child, believe me ; a romantic 
adventurer is no fit husband for 
Rosabella of Corfu. 

Rosa. — Dear Camilla, who was 
talking about husbands ? What 
I feel for Flodoardo is merely 
affection, friendship. . . . 

Cam. — Indeed ! Then you 
would be perfectly satisfied, should 
some one of our wealthy ladies be- 
stow her hand on Flodoardo ? 

Rosa.— (hastily,) Oh! Flodo- 
ardo would not accept her hand, 
Camilla ; of that I am sure. 

Cam. — Child; child! you would 
willingly deceive yourself. But 
be assured, that a girl who loves 
ever connects (perhaps uncon- 
sciously) the wish for an eternal 
union with the idea of an eternal 



. BRAYO op YEKICE. 129 

affecti<m. Now this is a wish which 
you cannot indulge in r^ard to 
Flodoardo, without seriously of- 
fending your uncle^ who, good man 
as he is, must submit to the severe 
control of politics and etiquette, 

Rosa. — I know all that, Camilla ; 
but can I not make you comprehend 
that I am not in love with Flodo* 
ardo, and do not mean to be in love 
with him, and that love has nothing 
at all to do in the business? I 
repeat to you, what I feel for him 
is nothing but sincere and fervent 
friendship ; and surely Flodoardo 
deserves that I should feel that 
sentiment for him* Deserves it, 
said I ? Oh ! what does Flodoardo 
not deserve ? 

C AM. — Aye ! aye ! friendship 
indeed • • • • cind love • • • • Ah ! Rosa- 
bella, you know not how often 
these deceivers borrow each other s 
mask to ensnare the hearts of unsus- 
pecting maidens! you know not 
how often Love finds admission^ 
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when wrapt in friendship's cloat, 
into that bosom which, had he ap- 
proached under his own appearance, 
would have been closed against 

him for ever 1 In short, my child, 
reflect how much you owe to your 
uncle ; reflect how much uneasiness 
this inclination would cost him ; and 
sacrifice to duty what at present is 
a mere caprice, but which, if en- 
couraged, might make too deep an 
impression on your heart, to be 
afterwards removed by your best 
efforts. 

Rosa. — You say right, Camilla; 
I really believe myself that my 
prepossession in Flodoardo's favour 
is merely an accidental fancy, of 
which I shall easily get the better^ 
No, no ; I am not in love with 
Flodoardo ; of that you may rest 
assured; I even think, that I rather 
feel an antipathy towards him, since 
you have shown me the possibility 
of his making me prove a cause of 
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uneasiness to my kind^ my excel- 
lent uncle. 

Cam. — (smiling,) Are your sen- 
timents of duty and gratitude so 
very strong ? 

Rosa. — Oh ! that they are, Ca- 
milla, and so you will say yourself 
hereafter. This disagreeable Flo- 
doardo....to give me so much 
vexation ! I declare I do not Uke 
him at all ! 

Cam.— No! What! Not like 
Flodoardo ? 

HosA. — (casting down her eyes) 
No; not at all. Not that I wish 
him ill either ; for you know, Ca- 
milla, there's no reason why T should 
hate this poor Flodoardo ? 

Cam. — Well, we will resume this 
subject when I return; I have 
business, and the gondola waits for 
me. Farewell, my child, and do 
not lay aside your resolution as 
hastily as you took it up ! 

Camilla departed ; and Rosabella 
remained melancholy and uncer- 
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tain ; she built castles in the air» 
and destroyed them as soon as built; 
she formed wishes, and condemned 
herself for having formed them; 
she looked around her frequently 
in search of something, but dared 
not confess to herself what it was 
of which she was in search. 

The evening was sultry, and 
Rosabella was compelled to shelter 
herself from the sun s overpowering 
heat. In the garden was . a small 
fountain, bordered by. a bank of 
moss, over which the magic hands 
of art and nature, had formed a 
canopy of ivy and jessamine. 
Thither she bent her steps: she 
arrived at the fountain — and in- 
stantly drew back, covered with 
blushes ; for, on the bank of moss, 
shaded by the projecting canopy, 
whose waving blossoms were re- 
flected on the fountain, Flodoardo 
was seated, with his eyes fixed on a 
roll of parchment. 
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Rosabella hesitated whether she 
should retire or stay, Flodoardo 
started from his place, apparently 
in no less confusion than herself, 
and relieved her from her indecision, 
by taking her hand with respect, 
and conducting her to the seat 
which he had just quitted. 

Now then she could not possibly 
retire immediately, unless she meant 
to violate every common principle 
of good breeding. 

Her hand was still clasped in 
Flodoardo's. But it was so natural 
for him to take it, that she could 
not blame hhn for having done so. 
But what was she next to do ? Draw 
her hand away ? Why should she, 
since he did her hand no harm by 
keeping it, and the keeping it 
seemed to make him so happy ? 
And how could the gentle Rosa- 
l^ella resolve to commit an act of 
such imheard-of cruelty, as wilfully 
to deprive any one of a pleasure 

N 
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which made him so happy, and 
which did herself no harm ? 

** Signora," said Flodoardo, mere- 
ly for the sake of saying something, 
^' yon do well to enjoy the open air; 
the evening is beautiful/' 

" But T interrupt your studies, 
my lord ?" said Rosabella. 

" By no means/' answered Flo- 
doardo; and there this interesting 
eonversation came to a full stop. 
Both looked down ; both examincid 
the heaven and the earth, the trees 
and the flowers, in the hope of 
finding some hints for renewing the 
conversation; but the more anxi- 
ously they sought them,, the more 
difficult did it seem to find ^viiat 
they sought : and in this painful 
embarrassment did tvw whole pre- 
cious minutes elapse 1 

"Ah ! what a beautiful flower 1" 
suddenly cried Rosabella, in order 
to break the silence ; then stooped 
and plucked a violet with an ap- 
pearance of the greatest eagerness; 
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though, in fact, nothing at that 
iiMHnent CQiild have been more a 
ms^Qv of indifference. 

"It is a very beautiful flower, 
indeed!'' gravely observed Flodo- 
ardoy and was out of all patience 
with himself, for having made so 
flat a speech* 

" Nothing can surpass this pur- 
ple !" continued Rosabella ; '' red 
and blue so happily blended, that 
no painter could produce so perfect 
911 union!'' 

" Red and blue ! the one, a 
symbol of happiness, the other of 
affection . • • . Ah ! Rosabella, how 
enviable will be that man's lot on 
whom your hand should bestow 
such a flower ! Happiness and af- 
fection are i^ore inseparably united 
than the red and blue which purple 
that violet !" 

" You seem to attach a value to 
the flower, of which it is but httle 
deserving !' 

*' Might I but know on whom 
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Rosabella will one day bestow what' 
that flower expresses* •••Yet this 
is a subject which I have iio right 
to discuss. I know not what has 
happened to me to-day; I make 
nothing but blunders and mistakes* 
Forgive my presumption, lady ; I 
will hazard such forward inquirieil 
no more." 

He was silent ; Rosabella was si- 
lent also ; all was calm and hushed, 
except in the hearts of the lovers. 

But though they could forbid* 
their lips to betray their hidden 
affection, though Rosabella's tongue 
said not — " thou art he, Flodoardo, 
on whom this flower should be 
bestowed ;" — though Flodoardo's 
words had not exprest — "Rosabella, 
give me that violet, and that which 
it implies;" — oh! their eyes were 
far from being silent. Those 
treacherous interpreters of secret 
feelings acknowledged more to each 
other, than their hearts had yet 
acknowledged to themselves ! 
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Flodoardo ^od Rosabella gaeed 
on each other, with looks which 
made all speech unxxecessary. 
Sweet, tender, and enthusjiastic, 
was the smile which played round 
Rosabella's lips,, whein her eyes met 
those of the youthi whom she had 
selected from the rest of mankind ; 
and with mingled emotions of hope 
and fear did the youth study the 
meaning of that smile. He under- 
stood it, axid his heart beat louder, 
and his eyes ilamed brighter. 

Rosabella trembled; her eyes 
•could DO longer sustain the fire of 
his glances, and a modest blush 
overspread her face and bosom. 

" RosabeUa !" at length mm- 
m^ured Flodoardo unconsciously, 
and— " Flodoardo !*' sighed Rosa- 
beUa in the same tone. 

" Give me tliat violet ;" he ex- 
elaiiiaed eagerly ; then sank at her 
fept, and in a tone of the most 
humble supplication repeated — 
"Oh ! give it to me /•" 



I 
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Rosabella held the flower fast. 

"Ask for it what thou wilt ; if a 
throne can purchase it, I will pay 
that price, or perish! Rosabella, 
give me that flower/' 

She stole one look at the hand- 
some suppliant, and dared not 
hazard a second. 

" My repose, my happiness, my 
life, nay, even my glory, all depend 
on the possession of that little 
flower ! Let tJiat be mine, and here 
. I solemnly renounce all else which 
the world calls precious !" 

The flower trembled in her snowy 
hand; her fingers clasped it less 
firmly. 

"You hear me, Rosabella? I 
kneel at your feet, and am I then 
in vain a beggar ?" 

The word beggar recalled to her 
memory Camilla and her prudent 
counsels. " What am I doing ?" 
she said to herself;" have I for- 
gotten my promise . . . .my resolution 
Fly, Rosabella, fly, or this hour 
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makes you faithless to yourself and 
duty !" 

She tore the flower to pieces, and 
threw it contemptuously on the 
ground. 

" I understand you, Flodoardo," 
she said; "and having understood 
you, will never suffer this subject 
to be renewed. Here let us part, 
and let me not again be offended by 
a similar presumption — Farewell !" 

She turned from him with disdain, 
and left Flodoardo rooted to his 
place withsorrow and astonishment. 



CHAP. V. 

The Assassin. 



Scarcely had she reached, her 
chamber, ere Rosabella repented 
having acted so courageously. It 
was cruel in her, she thought, to 
have given him so harsh an answer. 
She recollected with what hopeless 
and melancholy looks the poor 
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thunder-struck youth had followed 
her steps, as she turned to leavf 
him. She fancied that she saw l^im 
stretched despairing on the earth, 
his hair dishevelled, his eyes filled 
with tears. She heard him term 
her the murderess of his repose, 
pray for death as his only refuge, 
and she saw him with every moment 
approach towards the attainment Off 
his prayer, through the tears which 
he shed on her acx^ount. Already 
she heard those dreadful words, 
" Flodoardo is no ixMve V already 
she saw the sympathizing multitude 
weep around the tomb of him, 
whom all the virtuous loved, and 
whom the wicked dreaded; whom 
all his friends adored, and whom 
even his enemies admired. 

" Alas ! alas !'* cried she, " this 
was but a wretched attempt to piay 
the heroine ; already does my re- 
solution fail me. Ah ! Flodoardo, 
I meant not what I said ! I love 
you, love you now, and mu€t love 



BRAVO OF VENICE. 141 

you always, though Camilla may 
chide, and though my good uncle 
may hate me." 

In a few days after this interview 
she understood that an extraordi- 
nary alteration had taken place in 
Fl6doardo*s manner and appear- 
ance; that he had withdrawn 
himself from all general society ; 
and that when the solicitations of 
iiis intimate friends compelled him 
to appear in their circle, his spirits 
seemed evidently deprest by the 
weight of an unconquerable melan- 
choly. 

This intelligence was like the 
stroke of a ponied to the feeling 
heart of Rosabella. She fled for 
shelter to the solitude of her cham- 
ber, there indulged her feelings 
without restraint, and lamented, 
with showers of repentant tears, her 
harsh treatment of Flodoardo. 

The grief which prayed in secret 
on her soul, soon undermined her 
health. No one could relieve hei 
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auiFerings, fornooneknewthecause 
of her melancholy, or the origin of 
her illness. No wonder tlien that 
Rosabella's atuation at length ex- 
cited the most bitter anxiety in the 
bosom of her venerable uncle* No 
wonder, too, that Flodoardo en- 
tirely withdrew himself from a world 
which was become odious to him, 
since Rosabella was to be seen in it 
no longer; and that he devoted 
himself in solitude to the indulgence 
of a passion, which he had vainly 
endeavoured to subdue ; and which, 
in the impetuosity of its course, had 
already swallowed up every other 
wish, and every other sentiment. 

But let us for a moment turn 
from the sick chamber of Rosabella, 
and visit the dwellings of the con* 
spirators, who were now advancing 
with rapid strides towards the 
execution of their plans ; and who, 
with every hour that past ^ver their 
heads, became more numerous, 
more powerful, and more danger* 
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ous» to Andreas and his 1)eloved 
i^public. 

PaTozzi, Memmo, Contarino, and 
Falieri (the chiefs of this desperate 
undertaking) now assembled fre- 
quently in the Cardinal Gonzaga's 
palaee, where the diflerent plans for 
altering the constitution of Venice 
were brought forward and dis- 
cussed. But, in all these different 
schemes, it was evident that the 
proposer was solely actuated by 
considerations of private interest. 
The object of one was to get free 
from the burthen of enormous debts; 
arK>ther was willing to sacrifice every 
thing to gratify his inordinate am- 
bition; the cupidity of this man 
was excited by the treasures of 
Andreas and his friends ; while that 
was actuated by resentment of some 
fancied offence, a resentment which 
coutd only be quenched ^ ith the 
offender's blood. 

These execrable wretches, who 
aimed at nothing less than the total 
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overthrow of Venice, or at least of 
her government, looked towards the 
completion of their extravagant 
hopes with the greater confidence, 
since a new but necessary additicm 
to the already-existing taxes, had 
put the Venetian populace out of 
humour with their rulers. 

Rich enough, both in adherents 
and in wealth, to realize their fear- 
ful projects ; rich enough in bold, 
shrewd, desperate men, whose 
minds were well adapted to the 
contrivance and execution of revo- 
lutionary projects, they now looked 
down with contempt on the good 
old Doge, who as yet entertained 
no suspicion of the object of their 
nocturnal meetings. 

Still did they not dare to carry 
their projects into effect, till some 
prmcipal persons in the state should 
be prevented by death from throw- 
ing obstacles in the way. For the 
accomplishment of this part of their 
plan, they rcHed on the daggers of 



r 
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the banditti. Dreadful therefore 
was the sound in their ears, when 
the bell gave the signal for ex- 
ecution, and they saw their best- 
founded hopes expire on the scaffold 
which supported the headl ess trunks 
of the four bravos. But if their con- 
sternation was great at thus losing 
the destined instruments of their 
designs, how extravagant was their 
joy when tho proud Abellino dared 
openly to declare to Venice, that 
he still inhabited the republic, and 
that he still wore a dagger at the 
disposal of vice. 

** This desperado is the very man 
for us !" they exclaimed, unani- 
mously, and in rapture; and now 
their most ardent wish was to enrol 
Abellino in their service. 

That object was soon attained — 
they sought the daring ruffian, and 
he suffered himself to be found. He 
visited their meetings, but in his 
.promises and demands he was 
equally extravagant. 

o 
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The first and most earnest wish 
of the ivhole conspiracy was the 
death of Conari the procurator, a 
man whom the Doge valued beyond 
all others ; a man, whose eagle-eyes 
made the conspirators hourly trem- 
ble for their secret, ^nd whose 
services the Doge had accepted, 
in preference to those of Cardinal 
Gonzaga. But the sum which 
Abellino demanded for the murder 
of this one man was enormous. 

"Give me the reward which I 
require," said he, " and I promise, 
pn the word of a man of honour, 
that after this night the procurator 
Conari shall give you no further 
trouble. Exalt him to heaven, or 
imprison 'him in hell, I'll engage to 
find and stab him." 

What could they do ? ^Abellino 
was not a man to be easily beat down 
in his demands* The Cardinal was 
impatient to attain the summit of 
his wishes ; but his road lay straight 
over Conari's grave ! 
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Abellitio received the sum 
demanded ; the next day the ve- 
nerable Conari, the Doge's best 
and dearest friend, the pride and 
safeguard of the republic, was no 
longer numbered among the living* 

" Tis a terrible fellow, this Abel- 
lino!'' cried the conspirators when 
the news reached them, and cele- 
brated the procurator's death in 
triumph at the Cardinal's midnight 
feast. 

The Doge was almost distracted 
with terror and astonishment* He 
engaged to give ten thousand se- 
quins to any one who should 
discover by whom Conari had been 
removed from the world. A procla- 
mation to this effect was^published 
at the corner of every street in 
Venice, and made known through- 
out the territories of the republic. 
A few days after this proclamation 
had been made, a paper was dis- 
covered affixed to the principal door 
of the Venetian Signoria. 
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VENETIANS ! 

You would fain know the author 
of Conari's death: to spare yoti 
much fruitless trouble, I hereby 
acknowledge that I, AbelUno, was 
his assassin. Twice did I bury my 
dagger in his heart, and then sent 
his body to feed fishes. The Doge 
promises ten thousand sequins to 
him who shall discover Conari's 
murderer ; and to him who shall 
be clever enough to seize him, 
Abellino hereby promises twenty. 
— Adieu, signors; I remain your 
faithful servant, 

ABELLINa 



CHAP. VI. 

The two greatest men in Venice. 

It must be superfluous to inform 
my readers that all Venice became 
furious at this new insolence. With- 
in the memory of man had no one 
ever treated with such derision the 
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celebratM Y^ietkn poKce, or Bet 
the Doge's power at deiiahce with 
such proud temerity; This occur- 
rence threw the whole city into 
cofifufflon; every one was on the 
look-out ; the patifoles were dim^ 
bled; the sbirri extended their 
researches' on all sides ; yet no one 
could see, or hear, or discover the 
most distant trace of Abellino. 

The prieiSts in their sermons 
strove to rouze ' the slumbering 
vengeaif ce of Heaven to crush this 
offendei*. The ladies were ready: 
to swoon at the very name of Abel- 
lino; for whp could assure them 
that, at some unexpected moment, 
he might not p&y them the same 
compliment which he had paid to 
Rosabella P As for the old women, 
they unahimdiisly asserted, that 
Abellino had sold himself to the 
Prince W Darkness, by whose as- 
sistance he was enabled to sport 
with the patience of all pious Vene- 
tians, and deride the impotence of 
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their just indignation./ The Car- 
dinal and his associates were proud 
of their terrible confederate, and 
looked forward with confidence to 
the triumphant issue of their iinder^^ 
taking. The deserted family of 
Conari called down curses on his 
murderer s head, and wished that 
their tears might be changed into 
a sea of sulphur, in whose waves 
they might plunge the. monster 
Abellino : nor did Conari's relations 
feel more grief for his loss than the 
Doge and his two confidants, who 
swore never to rest till they had 
discovered the lurking-place of the 
ruthless assassin, and had punished 
his crime with ten-fold vengeance. 

**Yet, after all,'' said Andreas 
one evening, as he sat alone in his 
private chamber, " after all, it must 
be confessed that this Abellino is a 
singular man. He who can do what 
Abellino has done, must possess 
both such talents, and such courage, 
as, stood he at the head of an army» 
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would enable him to conquer half 
the world ! Would that I could 
once get a sight of him!'' 

" Look up then !" roared Abel- 
lino, and clapped the Doge on the 
shoulder. Andreas started from 
his seat. A colossal figure stood 
before him, wrapt in a dark mantle, 
above which appeared a counte- 
nance so hideous and forbidding, 
that the universe could not have 
produced its equal. 

*'Who art thou?" stammered 
out the Doge. 

*' Thou seestme, and canst doubt? 

Well then ! I am ^ bellino, the good 

friend of your murdered Conari, 

and the republic's most submissive 

slave.'* 

The brave Andreas, who had 
never trembled in fight by land or 
by sea, and for whom no danger 
had possessed terrors sufficient to 
s)iake liis undaunted resolution, 
now forgot for a few moments his 
usual presence of mind. Speechless 
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did he gaze on th^ darifig asiiassiir, 
who stood before him cahn- and 
haughty, unapfidUed by the majesty 
of the greatest man in Venice. 

Abellino nodded to him with* aii 
air of familiar protection, andgrd^' 
ciously condescended tt» grinupdri 
him with a kind of hal^friendly 
smile. 

"Abellino" said the Doge, at 
length, endeavouring to recollect 
himself, '*thou art a fi^arfuh • • • a 
detestable man !*' 

" Fearful r answered the bravo; 
" Dost thou think jode sof Good ! 
that glftds me to my very heart J 
Detestable-! that may be so, or it 
may not. I confess the sign «1uch 
I hang out gives no great promise 
of gbod entertainment witMn ; but 
yet, Andreas, one thing is certain, 
you a6d I stand on the same line, 
for at this moment we are the two 
^^atest men in Venice; you in your 
way, I in mine." 
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The Doge could not help smiling 
at the bravo's familiar tone. 

Nay, nay !" continued Abellino ; 
no smiles of disbelief, if you please. 
Allow me, though a bravo, to com- 
pare myself to a Doge ; truly I 
think there's no great presumption 
in placing myself on a level with a 
man whom I hold in my power, and 
who therefore is in fact beneath me," 

The Doge made a movement, as 
if he would have left him. 

"Not so fast," said Abellino, 
laughing rudely, and he barred the 
Doge's passage. " Accident seldom 
unites in so small a space as this 
chamber a pair of such great men. 
Stay where you are, for I have not 
done with you yet : we must have 
k little conversation/' 

" Hear me, Abellino !" said the 
©oge, mustering up all the dignity 
i^^hich he possessed ; " thou hast re- 
ceived great talents from nature : 
why dost thou employ them to so 
little advantage ? I here promise 
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you, on my most sacred word, par- 
don for the past, and protection for 
the future, will you but name to me 
the villain who bribed you to assas- 
sinate Conari, to abjure your bloody 
trade, and accept an honest employ- 
ment in the service of the republic. 
If this offer is rejected, at least quit 
with all speed the territory of Ve- 
nice, or I swear.../' 

" Ho ! ho !" interrupted Abellino ; 
pardon and protection, say you ? It 
is long since I thought it worth 
my while to care for such trifles. 
Abellino is able to protect himself 
without foreign aid ; and as to par* 
dan, mortals cannot give absolution 
for sins like mine. On that day 
when all men must give in the list 
of their offences, then too will I 
give in. mine, but till then never. 
You would know the name of him 
who bribed me to be Conari's miir* 
derer ? Well, well ; you shall know 
it* • • -but not to dayw I must quit 
with all speed the Venetian tern* 
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tory, and wherefore? through fear 
of thee. Ho ! ho ! through fear of 
Venice ? Ha ! Abellino fears not 
Venice ; 'tis Venice that fears Abel- 
hno! You would have me abjure 
my profession? 'Well, Andreas, 
there is one condition, which per- 
haps* •»•'' 

*' Name it, " cried the Doge, ea- 
gerly ; '^ will ten thousand sequins 
purchase your departure from the 
republic ?'* 

" I would gladly give you twice 
as much myself, could you recall 
the insult of offering Abellino so 
miserable a bribe ! No, Andreas, 
but one price can pay me : give me 
your niece for my bride ; I love 
Rosabella, the daughter of Guis- 
card of Corfu." 

'* Monster I — what insolence." 

*• Ho ! ho ! Patience, patience, 
good uncle that is to be ! Will 
you accept my terms ?" 

'' Name what sum can satisfy you, 
and it shall be yours this instant, 
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SO you will only relieve Venice front 
your presence. Though it . should 
cost the republic a million she will 
be a gainer, if her air is no longer 
poisoned by your breath." 

" Indeed! why in fact a million 
is not so great a sum ; for, look ye, 
Andreas, I have just sold for near 
half a million the lives of your two 
dear friends, Manfrone and Lomel- 
lino. Now give me Rosabella, and 
111 break the bargain." 

'' Miscreant ! has Heaven no 
lightnings !" 

" You will not ? Mark me ! in four- 
and-twenty-hours shall Manfrone 
and Lomellino be food for iishes* 
Abellino has said it ! Away !'* 

And with these words he drew 
a pistol from under his cloak, and 
flashed it in the Doge's face. 
Blinded by the powder, and con- 
fused by the unexpected explosion, 
Andreas started back, and sank 
bewildered on a sofa. He soon 
recovered from his astonishment; 
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he sprang from his seat to summon 
his guards, and seize Abeliino. But 
AbeUino had abeady disappeared. 

On that same evening Parozzi 
and his confederates assembled 
in the palace of Cardinal Gonzaga. 
The table was spread with the most 
luxurious profusion, and they ar- 
ranged, over their flowing goblets, 
plans for the republic's ruin. The 
Cardinal related how he had of late 
contrived to insinuate himself iiito 
the Doge's good graces, and had 
succeeded in impressing him with 
an opinion, that the chiefs of the 
confederacy were fit men to hold 
oflices of important trust. Con- 
tarino boasted that he doubted not 
before long to be appointed to the 
vacant procuratorship. Parozzi 
reckoned for his share, upon Rosa- 
bella's hand, and the place either 
of Lomellino or Manfi'one, when 
once those two chief obstacles to 
his hopes should be removed. Such 
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was the conversation in which they 
were engaged, when the clock struck 
twelve, the doors flew wide open, 
and Abellino stood before them ! 

"Wine, there!" cried he; "the 
work is done. Manfrone and Lo- 
mellino are at supper with the 
worms." 

All sprang from their seats in 
rapture and astonishment. 

" And I have thrown the Doge 
himself into such a fit of terror, that 
I warrant you he will not recover 
himself easily. Now answer ; aane 
you content with me, you blood- 
hounds ?" 

" Next then for Flodoardo !" 
shouted Parozzi. 

" Flodoardo !'' muttered Abelli- 
no between his teeth ; " hum ! hum ! 
*— that's not so easy." 

End of Book the Second. 
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BOOK THE THIRD. 



CHAP. I. 

The Lovers. 

Rosabella, t^ie idol of all Venice, 
ky on the bed of sickness ; ^ sorrow, 
whose cause was carefblly con^ 
cealed from every one, undermined 
hephealth, and destroyed the bloom 
of her beauty. She loved the noble 
Flodoardo; and who covild have 
known Flodoardo, and not have 
loved him? His majestic stature, 
his expressive countenance, his 
enthusiastic glance, his whole being 
declared aloud, ** Flodoardo is 
Nature's fevorite !" and Rosabella 
had always been a great admirer of 
nature. 

But if Rosabella was ill, Flodo- 
ardo was scarcely better. He 
confined himself to his own apart- 
ment; he shunned society, and 
frequently made long journies to 
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different cities of the republic, in 
hopes of distracting his thoughts 
by change of place from that object, 
which, wherever he went, still 
pursued him. He had now been 
absent for three whole weeks. No 
one knew in what quarter he was 
wandering ; and it was during this 
absence that the so-long-expected 
Prince of Monaldeschi arrived at 
Venice, to claim RosabeUa as his 
bride. 

His appearance, to which a month 
before Andreas looked forward with 
such pleasing expectation, now af- 
forded but little satisfaction to the 
Doge. Rosabella was too ill to 
receive her suitor's visits, and he did 
not allow her much time to recov» 
her health ; for, six days after his 
arrival at Venice, the Prince was 
found murdered in a retired part of 
one of the public gardens* His 
sword lay by him unsheathed and 
bloody ; his tablets were gone, bat 
one leaf had been torn from them 
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and fastened on his breast. It vras 
examined, and found to contain the 
Mowing lines, apparently written 
in blood. 

*'Let no one pretend to Rosa- 
bellas hand, who is not prepared to 
share the fate of Monddeschi. 
The bravo, 

Abellino.'* 

" Oh ! where shall I now fl y for 
comfort, for protection !" exclaimed 
the Doge in despair, when this 
dreadful news was announced — 
" Why, why is Flodoardo absent?'' 

Anxiously did he now desire the 
youth's return, to support him 
under the weight of these heavy 
misfortunes, nor was it long before 
that desire was gratified. Flodo- 
ardo returned. 

" Welcome, noble youth !" said 
the Doge, when he saw the Floren- 
tine enter his apartment; **you 

must not in futiure deprive me of 
your presence for so long. I am 
now a poor forsaken old man. You 
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have heard that Lomellino — ^that 
Manfronefc..." 

"I know all r answered Floda- 
ardo, with a melancholy air. 

Satan has burst his chains, and 
now inhabits Venice under the 
name of Abellino, robbing me of 
all that my soul holds precious. 
Flodoardo, for heaven s love, be 
cautious; often, during your ab- 
sence, have I trembled, lest the 
miscreant*s dagger should have 
deprived me too of you. I have 
much to say to you, my young friend, 
but I must defer it till the evening; 
a foreigner of consequence has ap- 
pointed this hour for an audience, 
and I must hasten to receive him ; 
—but in the evening." 

He was interrupted by the ap- 
pearance of Rosabella, who, with 
tottering steps and pale cheeks, ad- 
vanced slowly into the apartment. 
She saw Flodoardo, and a faint 
blush overspread her countenance. 
Flodoardo rose from his seat, and 
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welcomed her with an air of distant 
respect. 

Do not go yet/' said the Do^, 
perhaps in half an hour I may be 
at liberty. In the meanwhile I 
leave you to entertain my poor 
Rosabella: she has been very ill 
during your absence^ and I am 
still uneasy about her health. She 
kept her bed till yesterday, and 
truly I think she has left it still 
soon." 

The venerable Doge quitted the 
apartment, and the lovers once more 
found themselves alone. Rosabella 
drew near the window ; Flodoardo 
ventured to approach it also. 

** Signora/' said he, ** are you 
still angry with me ?" 

**I am not angry with you,'' 
stammered out Rosabella, and 
blushed as she recollected the 
garden-scene. 

**And you have quite forgiven 
my transgression !" 

" Your transgression !" repeated 






164 BRAYO OF VENICE. 

Rosabella with a famt smile; " yes, 
if it WM a transgression, I have 
quite forgiven it. Dying people 
ought to pardon those who have 
trespassed against them, in order 
that they, in their turn, may be 
pardoned their trespasses against 
heaven — and I am dying, I feel it !" 
Signora !'* 

Nay, 'tis past a doubt. It is 
true I have quitted my sick bed 
since yesterday ; but I know well 
that I am soon to return to it, never 
to leave it more. And therefore 
• • • • therefore I now ask your par- 
don, signor, for the vexation which 
I was obliged to cause to you the 
last time we met.*' 

Flodoardo made no reply. 

" Will you not forgive me ? You 
must be very difficult to appease — 
very revengeful!" 

Flodoardo fixed his eyes on 
her countenance with a melancholy 
smile. Rosabella e:^tended her hand 
toward him. 
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**Will you refuse my offered 
hand ? Shall all be forgotten?" 

"Forgotten, lady! Never, ne- 
ver '• Every word and look of yours 
is stamped on my memory, never 
to be effaced. I cannot forget a 
transaction in ivhich you bore a 
part ; I cannot forget the scene that 
passed between us, every circum- 
stance is too precious and sacred. 
As to par dotnT — he took her extend- 
ed hand, and prest it respectfuUy 
to his lips — "I would to heaven, 
dear lady, th%t you had in truth 
injured me much, that I might 
liave much to forgive you. AJas ! 
I have at present nothing to par- 
don/' 

B oth were now silent. At length 
Rosabella resumed the conversation 
by saying — ** You have made a long 
absence from Venice; did you 
travel far ?" 
- "Idid." 

" And received much pleasure 
from your journey ?" 
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" Much ; for every where I heard 
the praises of Rosabella/*^ 

"' Count Flodoardo J'' — she inter- 
rupted him with a look of repre- 
hension, but in a gentle voice,- — 

would you again offend me?" 
That will soon be out of my 
power. Perhaps you can guess what 
are my present intentions/' 

*' To resume your travels soon?'" 

''Exactly so; and the next time 
that I quit Venice, to return to it 
no more." 

'* N o more I'* she repeated eagerly. 

*' Oh 5^ not so, Flodoardo. Ah \ can 

you leave me?" She stopped* 

ashamed of her imprudence. •' Can 

you leave my uncle^ I meant to* 

say? You do but jest, I doubt 

not*' 

" By my honour, lady, I never 

was more in earnest." 

''And whither then do you mean 
to go ? 

" To Malta, and assist the knights 
in their attacks upon the corsairs 
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of Barbary. Providence, perhaps, 
may enable me to obtain the com- 
mand of a galley ; then will I call 
my vessel * Rosabella;' then shalj 
the war-cry be still * Rosabella 5' 
that name will render me invincible!*' 

" Oh ! this is mockery. Count ; 
I have not deserved that you should 
-sport with my feelings so cruelly/' 

''It is to spare your feelings, 
signora, that I am now resolved to 
fly from Venice; my presence 
might cause you some uneasy mo- 
ments. I afm not the happy man 
whose sight is destined to give you 
pleasure; I will at least avoid 
giving you ^ain/' 

" And you really can riesorlve to 
abandon the Doge, whose esteem 
for you is so sincere, whose friend- 
ship has always been so warm ?*' 

^* I value his friendship highly ; 
but it is not sufficient to make me 
happy ; and could he lay kingdoms 
at my feet, still would his friendship 
be insufficient to make me happy." 
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4 

**Does then your happiness re- 
quire so much ?" 

"It does ; much more than I 
have mentioned, infinitely more. 
But one boon can make me happy, 
I have begged for it on my knees," 
he caught her hand, and prest it 
eagerly to his lips ; " I have begged 
for it, Rosabella, and my suit has 
been rejected!" 

" You are a strange enthusiast ;'^ 
Ishe said with difficulty, and scarcely 
knew what she said ; while Flodo- 
ardo drew her gently nearer to him^ 
and murmured in a supplicating 
voice — " Rosabella !" 

" What would you of me ?'' 

"My happiness !" 

She gazed upon him for a mo- 
ment undecided, then hastily drew 
away her hand, and exclaimed— 
'^iieave me this moment, I com- 
mand you ! Leave me, for heaven's 
sake V 

Flodoardo clasped his hands to«- 
gether in despair and anguish — ^he 
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bowed his head itt token of obedi- 
ence ; he left her with slow steps 
and a melancholy air, and, as he 
passed the threshold, turned to bid 
her farewell for <&ver. Suddenly 
she rushed toward him, caught his 
hand, and prest it to her heart. 

*' Flodoardo !'' she cried, " I am 
thine I" and sank motionless at his 
feet. 



^ m» m f 



CHAP. 11. 

A dangerous, promise. 

And now who was so blessed as 
the fortunate Flodoardo? The 
victory was his own ; he had heard 
the i^^ed^fof sentence pronoun- 
ced by the lips of. Rosabella. He 
raised her fit)m the ground, and 
placed her on a so&; — ^her blue 
«yes soon unclosed themselves once 
mof e, and the first object which they 

beheld was Flodoardo kneeling at 
her feet, while with one arni he 
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encircled her waist. Her head sank 
upon the shoulder of the man for 
whom she had wept so many tears, 
for whom she had breathed so many 
sighs, who had occupied so many of 
her thoughts by day, who had been 
present in so many of her dreams 
by night. 

As they gazed in silent rapture 
on each other, they forgot that 
they were mortals ; they seemed to 
be transported to an happier, better 
world, Rosabella thought that the 
chamber in which she sat was trans- 
formed into an earthly Paradise; 
invisible seraphs seemed to hallow 
by their protecting presence the in- 
dulgence of her innocent affection ; 
and she poured forth her secret 
thanks to Him who had given her 
a heart susceptible of love. 

Through the whole course of 
man's existence such a moment as 
this occurs but once. Happy is 
he who sighs for its arrival ; happy 
is he who, when it arrives, has a soul 
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worthy of its enjoyment ; happy is 
even he for whom that moment has= 
long been past, so it passed not un- 
enjoyed, for the recollection of it 
still is precious. Sage philosophers, 
in vain do you assure u» that the 
raptures of a moment like this are 
mere illusions of an heated imagina- 
tion, scarcely more solid than^aw 
enchanting dream, which fades be- 
fore the sunbeams of truth and 
reason. Alas ! does there exist an^ 
happiness under the moon which 
owes not its charms in some degree 
to the magic of imagination ? 

" You are dear to me, Flodoardo !" 
murmured Rosabella, for Camilla 
and her counsels were quite for- 
gotten; "oh! you are very, very 
dear !" . 

The youth only thanked her by 
clasping her still closer to his bosom, 
while, for the first time, he sealed 
her coral lips with his own. 

At that moment the door was 
suddenly thrown open; the Doge 
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Andreas re-ent«ned the apartment; 
the expected jplranger had been 
suddenly takeriT illt and Andreas 
was no sooner at liberty, than he 
hastened to rejom his favorite. 
The rustling of his garments roused 
the lovers from their dream of bliss* 
Rosabella started from Flodoardo'a 
embrace with a ery of terror ; Flo- 
doardo quitted hh kneeling posture^ 
yet seemed by no means discon- 
certed at the discovery* 

Andreas gaseisL upon them for 
some minutes* with a look which 
exprest at once anger» mdancholy, 
and the most heart-felt disappoint- 
ment. He sighed deeply, cast his 
eyes toward Heaven, and in silence 
turned to leave the apartment. 

"Stay yet one moment, noble 
Andreas/' cried the Florentine. 

The Doge turned, and Flodoardo 
threw himself at his feet. Andreas 
looked down with calm and serious 
dignity on the kneeling offender, by 
whom his friendship had been so 
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unworthily rewarded, and by whom 
his confideDce had been so cruelly 
betrayed. 

" Young^man," said he, in a stern 
voice, " the attempt to excuse your- 
self must be fruitless/' 

"Excuse myself J" interrupted 
Flodoardo, boldly ; *' no, my lord, 
I need no excuses for loving Rosa- 
bella j 'twere for him to excuse 
himself who had seen Rosabella, 
and »a^ loved her; yet if it is indeed 
a crime in me that I adore Rosa- 
bella, 'tis a crime of which Heavjp 
itself will absolve me, since it formed 
Rosabella so worthy to be adored.!'* 

'*You seem to lay too much 
stress on this fentastic apology," 
answered the Doge, contemptuous- 
ly j "at least, you camiut expect 
that it should have much weight 
with me/' 

" I say it twice more, my lord," 
resumed Flodoardo, while he rose, 
from the ground, " that I intend to 
make m^ apology. I mean not to 
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excuse my love for Rosabella, but 
to request your approbation of that 
love. Andreas, I adore your niece ; 
I demand her for'my bride." 

The Doge started in astonish- 
ment at this bold and unexpected 
request. 

" It is true/' continued the Flo- 
rentine, "I am no more than a 
needy, unknown youth, and it seems 
a piecte of strange temerity, when 
such a man proposes himself to es- 
pouse the heiress of the Venetian 
Doge. But, by heaven, I am 
confident that the great Andreas 
means not to bestow his Rosabella 
on one of those whose claims to 
favor are overflowing coffers, ex- 
tensive territories, and sounding 
titles, or who vainly decorate their 
insignificance with the glory ob- 
tained by their ancestors ; glory of 
which they are themselves incapable 
of acquiring a single ray, I acknow- 
ledge fi-eely, that I have as yet 
performed no actions which make 
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me deservmg such a reward as 
Rosabella ; but it shall not be long 
ere I will perform such actions, or 
perish in the attempt." 

The Doge turned from him with 
a look of displeasure. 

" Oh ! be not incensed with hkn, 
dear uncle ;" said Rosabella- She 
hastened to detain the Doge, threw 
her white arms round his neck fond- 
ly, and concealed in his bosom the 
tears with which her countenance 
was bedewed. 

" Make your demands !'' con- 
tinued Flodoardo, still addressing 
himself to the Doge ; "say what you 
wish me to do, and what you would 
have me become, in order to obtain 
from you the hand of Rosabella. 
Ask what you will, I will look on 
the task, however difficult, as no- 
thing more than sport and pastime. 
By heaven, I would that Venice 
were at this moment exposed to 
the most iniminent danger, and that 
ten thousand daggers were un- 
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sheathed ftg»inst your life ; Hosa* 
bdUa my r^vmjrd, bow certain should 
I be to ]»6ea& Veiiice, and strike 
the ten thousand da^cors down.'' 

**I bawr toryed th© republic 
faithfully and fervently foe mmy a 
long yearr answered Andceas with 
a bitter smfle; "Iliave risked my 
life witluwt hesitation } I Imve shed 
my Uood with profoeion! audi asked 
nothing £br ray reward but to pass 
my old age in soft tranqnifity, and 
of this rewardhave I been cheated. 
My bosom friends, the companions 
of my youth, the confidants of my 
2^e, have been toro fcom me by 
the da^ers of banditti; — ^and you» 
Flodoardo, you on whom I heaped 
all fevors» liave now deprived me 
of this my only last remaining ccmi- 
fort. Aj^wer me, Rosabella ; hast 
tlK>u in truth bestowed thy heart 
on Flodoardo irrevocably ?'' "* 

One hand of llosabella's stiU 
rested on her uncle's shoulder; 
with the other she clasped Flodo- 
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ardo's, and pressed it fondly to her 
hearts Yet Flodoardo se^oned still 
unsatisfied. No sooner had the 
Doge's question struck his ear^ than 
bis countenance became dejected ; 
and though his hand returned the 
pressure of Rosabella's, he i^ook 
his head mour^^y, with an air of 
doubt, and cast on her a pene« 
trating look, as if he would have read 
the secrets oi her inmost souL 

Andreas withdrew hirasdtf gently 
from Rosabella's arms, and for some 
time paced the apartment slowly, 
with a countenance sad and earnest; 
Rosabella sank upon a so& which 
stood near her, and wept. Flodo* 
ardo eyed the Doge, and waited for 
his decision with impatience. 

Thus for some minutes an awful 
silence reigned through the eham^ 
ber ; Andreas seemed to be labour- 
ing with some resolution of dread- 
ful importance. The lovers wished, 
yet dreaded, the conclusion of the 
scene, and with every moment their 



178 BRAva OP venic:e, 

anxiety became more painful.— 
"Flodoardor* at length said the 
Doge, and suddenly stood still in 
the middle of the chamber. Flo- 
doardo advanced with a respectful 
air. " Young man/^ he continued, 
"I am at length resolved; Rosa- 
bella loves you, nor will I oppose 
the decision of her heart ; but 
Rosabella is much too precious to 
admit of my bestowing her on the 
first who thinks fit to demand her; 
the man to whom I give her must 
be worthy such a gift ; she must be 
the reward of his services, nor can 
he do services so great, that such a 
reward will not overpay them ! 
Your claims on the republic's 
gratitude are as yet but trifling ; an 
opportunity now ofiers of render- 
ing us an essential service. The 
murderer of Conari, Manfrone, and 
Lomellino . . • go, bring him hither ; 
alive or dead, thou must bring to 
this palace the terrible banditti- 
king, Abellinol" 
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At this unexpected conclusion of 
a speech, on which his happiness 
or despair depended, Flodoardo 
started. back ; the colour fled from 
his cheeks. 

*' My noble lord 1" he said at 
length, hesitating; "you know well 
that»«««** 

*^I know well/" interrupted An- 
dreas, "how difficult a task I 
enjoin, when I require the delivery 
of Abellino. For myself I swear, 
that I had rather a thousand times 
force my passage with a single 
vessel through the whole Turkish 
fleet, and carry off the admiral's 
ship from the midst of them, 
than attempt to seize this Abel* 
lino, who seems to have entered 
into a compact wit^i Lucifer him- 
self; who is to be found every where 
and no where ; whom so many have 
seen, but whom no one knows; 
whose cautious subtlety has brought 
to shame the vigilance of our State- 
Inquisitors, of the Council of Ten, 
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and ofalltheir legions of spies ana 
sbini; whose rerj name strikes 
terror into the hearts of the bravest 
Venetians, and from tdiose dagger 
t myself am not safe upon my 
throne ! I know Wfdl, Flodoardo, 
how much I ask; faiot I know also 
how much I proffer. You seem 
irresolute; yon are silent. Flo- 
doardo, I have long watched you 
with attention ; I have discovered 
in you marks of a. superior genius, 
and therefore I am induced to make 
auqh a demand. If any one is able 
to cope with Abellino, thou art the 
man* ^ « • I wait your answer/' 

Elodoardo paced the chamber in 
silence. Dreadful waa the entar- 
{xrise proposed : woe to him shovikl 
Abellhio discover his pmpose. 
But Ros£^ella was the reward. He 
^ast a look <m the beloved one» aad 
resolved to risk ev&ty thing. 

He advanced towmls the Dc^e. 

Anbreas. Now then^ Fk>da- 
ardo, your resolution ? 
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F1.0D. Should I deliver Abel- 
lino into your power, do you 
fjolenmly swear that Rosabella shall 
•be my bride ? 

Akd. She shall! but not till 
then. 

Rosa. Ah! Flodoardo, I fear 
this undertaking will end fatally. 
Abellino is so crafty. •••so dread- 
ful.... Oh! look well to yourself, 
for should you meet with this de- 
tested monster, whose dagger. . . . 

Flod. (interrupting lier hastily.) 
Oh ! silence, Rosabella ! at least 
allow me to hope. Noble Andreas, 
give me your hand, and pledge your 
princely word that Abellino, once 
in your power, nothing shall pre- 
vent me from being Rosabella's 
husband. 

And. I swear it ! Deliver into 
my power, either alive or dead, 
this most dangerous foe of Venice, 
and nothing shall prevent Rosabella 
from being your wife. In. pledge 

R 



/ 
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of which I here give you my 
hand. 

Flodoardo grasped the Doge's 
hand in silence* and shook it thrice* 
He turned to Rosabella, and seemed 
on the point of addressing her, 
when he suddenly turned away, 
struck his forehead, and measured 
the apartment with disordered and 
unsteady steps. The clock, in the 
tower pf St, Mark's church, struck 
Jive. 

" Time flies !" cried Flodoardo ; 
*'no more delay, then. In four- 
jand-twenty hours will I produce, in 
this very palace, this dreaded bravo, 
Abellino/' 

Andreas shook his head. "Young 
man," said he, "be less confident 
in your promises; I shall have 
more faith in your performance." 

Flod. (serious and firm.) Let 
things termipate as they v\9i>yj either 
I will keep my word, or never 
ggain will cross the threshold of 
your palacef I have discovered 



J 
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some ttaces of the miscreant^ and 
I trust that I shall amuse you to- 
morrow, at this time, and in this 
place, tvith the representation of 
a comedy ; but should it prove a 
tragedy instead, God's wiU be 
done. 

And. Remember that too much 
haste is dangerous; rashness will 
destroy even the frail hope of suc- 
cess, which you may reasonably 
indulge at present. 

Flod. Rashness, my lord! he 
who has lived as / have lived, and 
suffered what I have suffered, must 
have been long since cured of 
rashness ! 

Rosa. * (taking his hand*) Yet 
be not too confident of your own 
strength, I beseech you ! Dear 
Flodoardo, my uncle loves you, 
and his advice is wise. Beware of 
Abellino's dagger ! 

Flod. The best way to escape 
Ifis dagger is not to allow him time 
to use it ; within four-and-twenty 
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himzs tine deed must be dosie^ or 
never. Now then, iUastrious priace, 
I take my leave eS you ; to-morrow 
I dcntbl not to convince you, that 
nothmg is too much for love to 
ventured 

And. Right ! to venture ; but 
to adbdeve ? 

Floi^* Ah ! that must depend 
on* » • -^he paused suddenly ; a^^Hi 
his eyes were fastened eagerly on 
those of Rosabella^ and it was 
evident that with every moment his 
uneasiness acquired fresh strength* 
He resumed hb discourse to 
Andreas with a movem^t of 
impatience. 

" Noble Andreas/' said he, ** do 
not make me dispirited ; rather let 
me try whether I cannot inspire 
you with mc»re confideuee of nay 
success. I must first request yott 
to order a splendid entertainment 
to be prepared. At this hour in 
the aflemoon of to-morrow, let me 
find all the principal persons kx 
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Venice, both men and women, 
assembled in this chamber; for 
should my hopes be realised, I 
would willingly have spectators of 
my triumph. Particularly, let the 
venerable members of the Council 
of Ten be invited, in order that 
they may at last be brouglit face to 
face with this terrible Abellino, 
against whom they have so long 
been engaged in fruitless warfare. 

And. (after eyeing him some 
time with a look of mingled sur- 
prise and uncertainty.) They shall 
be present. 

Flod. I miderstand also, that 
since Conari's death, you have been 
reconciled to the Cardinal Gon- 
zaga; and that he has convinced 
yon how unjust were the prejudices 
with which Conari had inspired you 
against the nobles Parozzi, Conta- 
rino, and the rest of that party. 
During my late excursions, I have 
heard much in praise of these young 
men, which makes me wish to show 
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myself to them in a favorable light. 
If you have no objection, let me beg 
you to invite them also. 

And. You shall be gratified. 

Flod. One thing more, which 
had nearly escaped my memory; 
Let no one know the motive of this 
entertainment, till the whole com- 
pany is as sembled. Then let guards 
be placed around the palace, and 
indeed it may be as well to place 
them even before the doors of the 
saloon ; for in truth this Abellino is 
such a desperate villain, that too 
msjny precautions^cannot be taken 
against him. The sentinels must 
have their pieces loaded; and, 
above all things, they must be 
strictly charged, on pain of death, 
to let every one enter, but no one 
quit the chamber. 

And. All this shall be done 
punctually. 

Flod. I have nothing more to 
say. Noble Andreas, farewell. Ro- 
sabella • • . • to-morrow, when the 
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plock strikes jive^ we shall meet 
again, or nevgr. 

He said, and rushed out of the 
apartment. Andreas shook his 
head ; while Rosabella sunk upon 
her uncle's bosom, and wept bit- 
terly. 



CHAP. III. 

The midnight meeting. 

"Victory!** shouted Parozzi, as 
he rushed into the Cardinal Gon- 
zaga's chamber, where the chief 
conspirators were all assembled ; 
'* our work goes on bravely ! Flo- 
doardo returned this morning to 
Venice, and Abellino has already 
received the required sum." 

GoNZAG A. Flodoardo does not 
want talents ; I had rather he should 
live, and join our party. He is 
seldom off his guard... - 

Parozzi. Such vagabonds may 
well be cautious; they must not 
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forget themselves who have so much 
to conceal from others. 

F ALiKm. l^ofsfabella^ as I under- 
stand, by no means sees this 
Florentine with unfavorable eyes. 

Par. Oh J wait till to-morrow, 
and then he may make love to the 
devil's grandmother, if he likes it. 
Abellino by that time will have 
wrung his neck round, I warrant 
you ! 

Con. It is strange, that in spite 
of all enquiries I can learn but little 
at Florence respecting this Flodo- 
ardo. My letters inform me, that 
some time ago there did exist a 
femily of that name ; but it has 
been long extinct, or if any of its 
descendants are still in being at 
Florence, their existence is quite a- 
secret. 

Gox. Are you all invited to 
the Doge's to-morrow. 

Con. All of us, without excep- 
tion. 

GoN. That is well; it seems 
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that my recomm^idatioiis have ob* 
tained some weight with him, i^nce 
his triumvirate has been removed. 
And in the evening a masked ball 
is to be given ; did not the Doge's 
cbambeiiadii say so ? 

Fal. H« did« 

Mem. I only hope there is no 
trick in all this. If he shedid have 
been giTen an hint of our com^pkateyf 
.... Mercy on us, my teeth chatter 
at the thou^t. 

Gf)N. Absurd! Bywhatmeansr 
should our designs have been made 
known to him ? The thisg k imr 
posuble ! 

Mem. Impossible! what,, whenr 
there*s scarce a cut-purse, house* 
breaker, or vagabond in Ve«uc»„ 
^who has not been enlisted in our 
service^ would it be so strange if 
the Doge discovered a little of the 
business ? A secret wHdhi is known 
to so many, how should it escape 
his penetration ? 

Con. Simpleton ! the same thing 
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happens to him which happens to 
betrayed husbands ; every one can 
see the horns except the man who 
carries them. And yet I confess it 
is full time that we should realize 
our projects, and prevent the pos- 
sibility of our being betrayed. 

Fal. You are right, friend; 
every thing is ready, and now the 
sooner that the blow is struck the 
better. 

Par. Nay, the discontented 
populace, which at present lldes 
with us, would be perfectly well? 
pleased if the sport began this very 
night ; delay the business longer,, 
and their anger against Andreas 
will cool, and render them unfit 
for our purposes. 

Con. Then let us decide the 
game at once; be to-morrow the 
important day ! Leave the Doge 
to my disposal ; I'll at least engage 
to bury my poniard in his heart ; 
and then let the business end as it 
may, one of two things must 
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happen, — either we shall rescue 
ourselves from all trouble and vex- 
ation, by throwing every thing into 
uproar and confusion, or else we 
shall sail with a full wind from this 
cursed world to another. 

Par. Mark me, friends; w^ 
must go armed to the Doge;s enter- 
tainment. 

GoN. All the members of the 
Council of Ten have been particu- 
larly invited. 

EnL. Down with every man of . 
them ! 

Mem. Aye, aye, fine talking! 
but suppose it should turn out to 
be " down with ourselves \" 

Fal. Thou white-livered wretch! 
stay at home then, and take care 
of your worthless existence/ But 
if our attempt succeeds, come not 
to us to re-imburse you for the sums 
which you have already advanced. 
Not a sequin shall be paid you 
back, depend on't- 

Mem* You wrong me, Falieri : if 
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y^u widi to prove my courage, 
draw your mard, and measure it 
ag^nst mine! I am as brave as 
yourself; but, thank heaven, I am 
not quite so hot-headed. 

GoN. Nay, even suppose the 
* vent should not answer our expec- 
tations ; Andreas once dead, let the 
populace storm if it pleases ; the 
protection of his holiness will 
ftancticm our proceedings . 

Mem. The Pope! may we count 
on his protection ? * 

GoN. (throwing him a letter.) 
Bead there, unbeUever ! The Pope, 
I tell you, must protect us, since 
one of our objects is professed to be 
the assertion of the rights of St. 
Peter s chair in Venice. Pr'ythee, 
Memmo, teaze us no more with> 
such doubts, but let Contarino's 
proposal be adapted at once« Our 
confederates must be summoned to 
Farofiszi's palace with all diligence, 
and there furnished with such wea- 
pons as are necessary « Let the 
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stroke of midnight be the signal 
for Contarino's quitting the ball- 
room, and hastening to seize the 
arsenal! Salviati, who commands 
there, is in our interests, and will 
throw open the gates at the first 
summons. . 

Fal. The Admiral Adomo, as 
soon as he hears the alarm-bell, will 
immediately lead his people to our 
assistance. 

Par.' Oh! our success is cer- 
tain. 

Con. Only let us take care to 
make the confusion as general as 
possible ; our adversaries must be 
kept in the dark who are their 
friends and who are their foes ; and 
all but our own party must be left 
ignorant as to the authors, the 
origin, and the object of the uproar. 

Par. By heaven, I am delight- 
ed at finding the business at length 
so near the moment of execution ! 

Fal. Parozzi, have you distri- 
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buted the white ribbands by which 
we are to recognize our partizans ? 

Par. That was, done some days 
ago. 

Con. Then there is no more 
necessary to be said on the subject. 
Comrades, fill your goblets. We 
will not meet again till our work 
has been completed ! 

Mem. And jet, methinks it 
would nof be unwise to consider 
the matter over again coolly ? 

Con. Psha ! consideration and 
prudence have nothing to do with 
rebellion : despair and rashness in 
this case are better counsellors. 
The work once began, the con- 
stitution of Venice once boldlv 
overturned, so that no one can tell 
who is master and who is subject, 
then consideration will be of service 
in instructing us how far it may be 
necessary for our interests to push 
the confusion. Come, friends ! fill 
fill, I say. I cannot help laughing 
when I reflect that, by giving this 
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entertainment to-morrow, the Doge 
himself kindly affords us an oppor- 
tunity of executing our plans ! 

Par. As to Flodoardo, I lopk 
upon him as already in his grave ; 
yet, before we go to-morrow to the 
Doge's, it will be as well to have a 
conference with Abellino. 

Con. That care we will leave 
to you, Parozzi, and in the mean 
while here's the health of Abellino f 

All. Abellino ! 

GoN. And success to our enter- 
prize to-morrow, 

Mem. Ill drink that toast with 
all my heart. 

All. Success to our enterprize f 

Par. The wine tastes well, and 
every fece looks gay. Pass eight- 
and-forty hours, and shall we look 
as gaily? We separate smiling; 
shall we smile when, two nights 
hence, we meet again ? No matter J 
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CHAP. IV. 

The decisive day^ 

^he next morning every thing 
in Venice seemed as tranquil as if 
nothing more than ordinary was on 
the point of taking place ; and yet, 
since her first foundation, never 
had a more important d^y rose on 
the republic- 

The inhabitants of the ducal 
palace were in motion early. The 
impatient Andreas forsook the 
couch on; which he had passed a 
sleepless and anxious nighty as soon 
as the first sunbeams penetrated 
through the lattice of his chamber. 
Rosabella had employed the hours 
of rest in dreams of Flodoardo, and 
she still seemed to be dreaming of 
him, even after sleep had fled. 
Camilla's love for her fair pupil 
had broken her repose ; she loved 
Rosabella as had she been her 
daughter, and was aware that on 



BRAVO OF VENICE. 197 

this interesting day depended the 
love-sick girl's whole future happi- 
ness. For some time Rosahella 
was unusally gay ; she sang to her 
harp the most lively airs, and jested 
with Camilla for looking so serious 
and so uneasy : but when mid-day 
approached, her spirits began to 
forsake her. She quitted her in- 
strument, and paced the chamber 
with unsteady steps. With every 
succeeding hour her heart palpita- 
ted with greater pain and violence, 
and she tremibled in expectation of 
the scene which was soon to take 
place. 

The most illustrious persons in 
Venice already filled her uncle's 
palace ; the afternoon so much 
dreaded, and yet so much desired, 
was come ; and the Doge now de- 
sired Camilla to conduct his niece 
to the great saloon, where she was 
expected with impatience by all 
those who were of most conse- 
quence in the republic. 
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RcisdbdJa ; 6a»k «a lier kneeir 
bfefoi^ ,» •s^atde of 'the Virgm. 
V Blessed lad^r!'' «h6 eatdaii^ed, 
with lifted JhsuEids^ '"Jaave izievey on 
me ! L^ ali to-day end wdil J'' 

Pal$ as deaith did she enter tbe 
chamber, in whicb^ on the day 
before, she had acknowie^ed her 
love for Flodoardo, S.nd Flodoardo 
had sworn to risk his life to obtain 
her. Flodoardo had not arrived. 

The assembly was brilliant, the 
conversation was gay. They talked 
over the politira of the day, and 
discussedthe various ocoirrences of 
Europe. The Cardinal and Con- 
tarino were engaged in a conference 
with the Doge, while Memmo, 
Parozzi, and Falieri, stood silent 
together, and revolved the project 
whose execution was to take place 
at midnight. 

The weather was dark and tem- 
pestuous. The wind roared among 
the waters of the canal, and the 
vanes of the palace-tower creaked 



sbriUyAndcliscCtt4a»tiyr Oite<«tora» 
of xain followed haffd upon another* 

The clock struck ibui^ The; 
cheeks of Bosatella^ if pesfiible, be^ 
came paler than before* Andreas 
whispered somewhat to his cham- 
berlain. In a few ^raisuites the tread 
of aroaed men seemed apfMroaching 
the -doors of the saloon^ and soon 
after the clattmng of weapcHis was 
heard. 

Instantly asudden silence reigned 
through the whole assembly. The 
young courtiers broke off their love 
speeches abruptly, and the ladies 
stopped in their critici^iis upon the 
last new fashions. The statesmen 
dropped their political discussions, 
and gazed on each otl^or in silence * 
and anxiety* 

The Doge advanced slowly into 
the midst of the assembly. JS Very 
eye was fixed upon him. The hearts 
of the conspirators beat painfully. 

"Be not surprised, my friends," 
said Andreas, '' at these unusual 
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precautions; they relate ip nothing^ 
which nefed interfere with the 
pleasures <rf* this meeting. You 
have all heaird but too much of the 
bravo Abelliho, the murderer of 
the procurator Conari, and of my 
faithful counsellors Manfrone and 
Lomellino, and to whose dagger 
my illustrious guest the prince of 
Monaldeschi has but lately fallen 
a victim. This miscreant, the ob- 
ject of Aversion to every honest man 
in Venice, to whom nothing is 
sacred or venerable, and who has 
hitherto Set at defiance the whole 
vengeance of the republic — ^before 
another hour expires, perhaps this 
outcast of hell may stand before 
you in this very saloon. 

All. (astonished) — Abellino ! 
What, the bravo Abellino ? 

GoNZAG A. Of his own accord ? 

Andreas. No; not of his own 

.accord, in truth; but Flodoardo'of 

Florence has undertaken to render 

this important service tp the repub- 
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lie, to seize Abellino, cost what it 
may, and conduct him hither at the 
risk of his life. 

A Senator. The engagement 
will be difficult to fulfil ! I doubt 
much Flodoardo'a keeping his 
promise. 

Another. But if he should 
perform it, the obligation which 
Flodoardo will lay upon the repub- 
lic will not be trifling.. 

A Third. Nay, we shall all be 
his debtors, nor do I know how we 
can reward Flodoardo for so im- 
portant a service. 

Andreas. Be that my task. 
Flodoardo has demanded my mece 
in marriage; if he performs his 
promise, Rosabella shall be his* 
reward. 

All gazed on each other in si* 
lence, some with looks expressing 
the most heartfelt satisfaction, and 
others with glances of envy and 
surprize. 
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Falieri. (in a low voice)— Pa* 
rozzi, how will this end ? 

Mfmmo. As I Hve, the very 
idea makes me shake as if I had a 
fever. 

Parozzi. (smiling contempt- 
uously) — It*s very hkely that Abel- 
lino should suffer himself to be 
caught ! 

CoNTARiNo. Pray inform me^ 
signors, have any of you met this^ 
Abellino face to face ? 

Several noblemen at once. Not 
I f never ! 

A Senator. He is a kind of 
spectre, who only appears now and 
then, when he is least expected and 
desired. 

Rosa. I saw him once I Never 
shall I forget the monster ! 

Andreas. And my interview 
with him is too well known to make 
it needful for me to relate it. 

Me^i . I have heard a thousand 
stories about this miscreant, the one 
more wonderful than the other; 
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and, for my own part, I verily 
believe that he is satan himself in 
a human fonn. I must say that I 
think it would be wiser not to let 
him be brought in among us, for he 
is capable of strangling us all as we 
stand here, one after another, with- 
out mercy ! 

" Gracious heaven !" screamed 
several of the ladies ; ** you don't 
speak the truth ? What ! strangle 
us in this very chamber ?" 

Con. The principal point is, 
whether Flodoardo will get the 
better of him, or he of Flodoardo : 
now I would lay a heavy wager, 
that the Florentine will return 
without having finished the business. 

A Sen. And I would engage, 
on the contrary, that there is but 
one man in Venice who is capable 
of seizing Abellino, and that that 
man is Flodoardo of Florence. 
The moment that I beciune ac- 
quainted with him, I prophesied 
that one. day or other he would 
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play a brilliant part in the annals 
of history. 

Another Sen. I think with 
you, signor; never was I so much 
struck with a man at first sight as 
I was with Flodoardo. 

Con. a thousand sequins on 
Abellino's not being taken, unless 
death should have taken him first. 

The first Sen. A thousand se- 
quins on Flodoardo's seizing him . . . 

And. And delivering him up 

to me, either alive or dead. 

Con. Illustrious signors, you 
are witnesses of the wager. My 
lord Vitalba, there is my hand on 
it — a thousand sequins I 

The Sen. Done! 

Con. (smiling.)— Many thanks 
for your gold, signor ; I look upon 
it as already in my purse. Flodo- 
ardo is a clever gentleman, no 
doubt ; yet I would advise him to 
take good care of himself, for he 
will find that Abellino knows a 
trick or two, or I am much mistaken. 
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GoNz. May I request your 
highness to inform me, whether 
Flodoardo is attended by the sbirri ? 

ANjy. Noy he is alon^; near 
four-and-twenty hours have elap- 
tsed since he si^ out in pursuit of 
the btarvo. 

GoNz. (to Cotttarino, with a 
tsmife of trifiWiph.) 1 wi^h you joy 
of your thousand sequins, signer. 

Con. (bowing respectfiiUy.) 
Since your eiicelleney prophecies it. 
I can no longer doubt rtiy success. 

Mem:. I begin to recover my- 
self ! Well ! well ! let us s^ee th6 
end. 

Three-and-twenty hours had 
elapsed since Flodoardo had en- 
tered into his rash engagement; the 
four-and^twentieth now hastened to 
its completion, and yet Flodoardo 
came not ! 
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CHAP. V. 



The clock strikes five ! 

• 

The Doge became uneasy. The 
senator Vitalba began to tremble 
for his thousand sequins, and the 
conspirators could not restrain their 
spiteful laughter when Contarino 
gravely declared that he would 
gladly lose not one thousand se- 
quins, but twenty, if the loss of his 
wager, through Abellino's being 
captured, might but secure the 
general safety of the repubUc. 

'• Hark !" cried Rosabella, " the 
clock strikes five !" 

All listened to the chimes in the 
tower of St. Mark's church, and 
trembled as they counted the 
strokes. Had not Camilla sup- 
j)orted her, Rosabella would have 
sank upon the ground. The 
destined hour was past, and still 
Flodoavdo came not - 
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The venerable Andreas felt a 
sincere affection for the Florentine : 
he shuddered as he dwelt upon the 
probability that Abellino's dagger 
had prevailed. 

Rosabella advanced toward her 
uncle as if she w6uld have spoken 
to him ; but anxiety fettered her 
tongue, and tears forced them selves 
into her eyes. She struggled for a 
while to conceal her emotions, but 
the effort was too much for her. 
She threw herself on a sofa, wrang 
her hands, and prayed to the God 
of mercy for help and comfort. 

The rest of the company either 
formed groups of whisperers, or 
strolled up and down the apartment 
in evident uneasiness. They would 
wilUngly have appeared gay and 

impossible to assume even an affec- 
tation of gaiety. And thus elapsed 
another hour, and still Flodbardo 
came not. 

At that moment the evening sun 
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broke %o^g^ tb^ j4o»4$i» 4n<l a 
ray of its ^qt^g g^wy w«j itljrpwa 
fi^ vppft tb^ cpmijtenJUMJ^ of Jlo.- 
sabella. I^be ^itei^ fro^ tb>e sofa, 
extended her arm tow^fi^ ih^ 
radiaiot orb, a^tid jex^l^iqa^c}^ whij^ a 
swle of Jiope pl9ye4 rpuftd her 
lips, " God is XKMBwifuji I God will 
have mercy too on me !*' 

f2ois, W*s it at fiye p'«lp9k 
tJwt Flodx?3^4o «i|g9g«i )tQ pro- 
duioe Abejlinp ? It is now 9 full 
hour hejQnd hji? t^foae. 

YfTj^j^^A. Jj^ him CMily pror 

duce hijoa at last, swJ he ijij^y be 

a wxonth bey^n4 h^S t^ if he 
choos/es. 

A»dr?5ajs. M^rkl ml sitem^ot 

silence! I^urely I he^f fppt^^P^ 
approaching the ^alopn I 

The woTjdm wei^ scarcely spp^pii 
when the foUUijigdflors were thrown 
open^ and Flodoardo rush^4 into 
the room, enveloped in his mantlet 
His hair streamed in wild disprdi^r j 
a deep shade was thrown over his 



ikce by the drooping phtmes of his 
hftt) from wfadcb the rain vt^s 
iicywing; extreme melancholy was 
impressed on all his features ; and 
he threw gloomy looks around him, 
as he bowed hia bead i& salutation 
of the assembly. Every one. crowds 
ed aromid him ; errery mouth was 
unclcfsed to question him ; every 
eye was fixed on his &ce» as; if eager 
to ajDtieipate hi&anawert. 

'• Holy Virgin I*" exclabnedMem- 
mo^ '' I am afraid that* • .^^ " 

^' Be silent^ aignor V interrupted 
Contarino, sternly ; " there isr no* 
thing to^be afraid of/^ 

'' IlliiSfcrious Venetians V" it was 
thos tfiat Flodoardo at length broke 
silence,^ and he spoke with the 
commanding tone of a hero ; '* I 
conclude that his highness has 
already made known ta you the 
object of your being thus assem- 
bled. I come to put an end to 
your anxiety ; but first, noble An- 
dreas, I must recdire the assurance 
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that Rosabella of Corfu shall 
become my bride, provided I de- 
liver into your power the bravo 
Abellino. 

Andreas, (examining his coun- 
tenance with extreme anxiety.) Flo- 
doardo, have you succeeded ? Is 
Abellino your prisoner ? 

Flod. If Abellino is my pri- 
soner, shall Rosabella be my bride ? 

A If D . Bring me Abellino, alive 
or dead, and she is yours. I swear 
it beyond the power of retracting, 
and swear also that her dowry shall 
be royal! 

Flod. Illustrious Venetians, ye 
have heard the Doge's oath. 

All. We are your witnesses. 

Flod. (advancing a few paces 
with a bold air, and speaking in a 
firm voice.) Well, then, Abellino 
is in my power. • • • is in your's ! 

All. (in confusion, and a kind 
of uproar.) In ours? Merciful 
Heaven ! where is he ? 

And. Is he dead or living ? 
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Flod. He still lives. 

GoKZAGA» (hastily.) He lives t 
. Flod. (bowing to the Cardinal 
respectfully.) He still lives, sig*- 
nor I 

Rosa* (pressing CamiUa to her 
bosom.) Didst thou hear that, 
Camilla? Didst thou hear it ? The 
villain still lives ! Not one drop of 
blood has stained the innocent 
hand of Flodoardo. 

ViTALBA. Signor Contarino, I 
have won a thousand sequins of 
you* 

Con. So it should seem, signor. 
• And. My son, you have bound 
the republic to you for ^er, and I 
rejoice that it is to Flodoardo that 
she is indebted for a service so 
essential* 

ViT. And permit me, noble 
Florentine, to thank you for this 
heroic act in the name of the senate 
of Venice. Our first care shall be 
to seek out a reward proportionate 
to your merits* 



Flod. (esfcendiQ^ Bis aiim to- 
tmdi Rosabedla, ^th sumehncholy 
air:) Tbarestaiiid&tbet only reward: 

And* (joyfully.) And that wn 
WBf d IS' your oHH- Bat where have 
yoa le&i the blood-hound ? Con- 
dact him hither, la^y scm^ and let isie 
look on him once mwe^ When; 
huAlssnrh^ he had the insolence 
to tell me, "Doge^ I am your 
equeal; tMs niirraw chamber now 
liold& the twa greatest men in^ 
Venice*" Now then let me see how 
this other great man locdcs in. cap- 
tivity. 

The Seh ATOKS- Where i» he ? 
Bring him hither ! 

Several of the ladies screamed at 
hearing this proposal. **Foa: bear 
vea's sake >"• died tliey, " keep the 
monster away £rom us ! I sfastU be 
frig^btened out o£ my sensesi if he 
comes: here !" 

. '' Noble l^es I!' sadd Flodoardb, 
w ith a smile expressing rather sor- 
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row tto joy, " J50U toe jDio|;biK^ 
to apprehi^p4. AbfUiao $ball 4q> 
yoii no ;h9f 91 ; but he needs mmt 
come hither, ito elaiin '^ ^ Brtmd.s. 
Bride.'' And be pointed to Bosar 
bella. 

" Ob ! my best friend !** she an- 
swered, ** bow shall I express my 
thanks to you for having thus put 
an end to my terrors ! I shall now 
tremble no more at bearing Abel- 
lino named ; Bosabella shall now 
no longer be tbe bravp's bride. 

Fal.— Is Abellino already in 
this palace ? 

FjiOD.-— He is. 

ViT.--Then why do you not 
produce him ? Why do you trifle 
so )oQg with our impatience, 

Flod.— Be pati^t! It's now 
time that the pUy ehould begin. 
Bee€»ted,B<?W^A»di»asi! Let all 

the rest ajrfk,ngp tb^i^iselv^s behind 
the Doge l-^^'AhelUm'f coming." 
At that word,bQth old a»d young, 
both lOfile ajnd female, with the ra^ 



iu 
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pidity of lightning, flew to taire 
shelter behind Andreas. Everjr 
heart beat anxiously ; but as to the 
conspirators, while expecting Abel- 
Hno's appearance, they suffered the 
torments of the damned. 
• Grave and tranquil sat the Doge 
in his chair, like a judge appointed 
to pass sentence on this king of 
banditti. The spectators stood 
arouTKl in various groups, all hushed 
and solemn, as if they were waiting 
to ' receive their final judgment. 
The lovely Rosabella, with all the 
security of angels, whose innocence 
have nothing to fear, reclined her 
head on Camilla's shoulder, and 
gazed on her heroic lover with looks 
of adoration. The conspirators, 
with pallid cheeks and Staring eyes, 
filled up the back ground ; and a 
dead and awful silence prevailed 
through the assembly, scarcely in- 
terrupted by a single breath I 

" And now then,*' saidFlodoardo, 
*^ prepare yourselves, for this ter* 
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xible Abellino shall immediately 
appear before you ; — do not trem- 
ble ; he shall do no one harm." 

With these words he turned 
away from the company, and ad- 
vanced toward the folding doors : 
he paused for a few moments, and 
concealed his face in his cloak. 

^' Abellino r cried he, at length, 
raising his head, and extending his 
arm toward the door. At that 
name all who heard it shuddered 
involuntarily, and Rosabella ad- 
vanced unconsciously a few steps 
toward her lover. She trembled at 
the bravo's approach, yet trembled 
more for Flodoardo than herself. 

*' Abellino !'* the Florentine re- 
peated in a loud and angry tone, 
threw from him his mantle and hat, 
and had already laid his hand on 
the lock of the door to open it, when 
Rosabella uttered a cry of terror ! 
" Stay, Flodoardo !'' she cried, 
rushmg toward him, and. ... Ha ! 
Flodoardo was gone, and there, in 



hb pkde, titood AbeSifiio, and shouts 
ed out—** Ho r ho !" 
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Instantly a loud cry of terror re- 
sounded through the apartment. 
Rosabellasaak fainting at the bravo's 
feet ; the conspirators were almost 
suffocated with rage, terror, and 
astonishment ; the ladies made signs 
of the Gross> and began in all haste 
to repeat their paternosters ; the 
senators stood rooted to their 
places hke so many statues, and the 
Doge doubted the information of 
his ears and eyes. 

Calm and terrible stood the bravo 
before them, in all the pomp of his 
strange and awful ugliness; with 
his bravo's habit, his girdle filled 
with pistols and poniards, his dis- 
torted yellow countenance^ his 
black and bushy eye-brows, faifi 
lips convulsed, his right eye covered 
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bj a large patch, and bis left half 
fourieid BBiong the wrinklqs of flesh 
which swelled around it. He ga- 
zed round him for a few moments 
in silence, and then approached 
the stupified Andreas. 

" Ho ! ho !'* he roared in a voice 
like thunder, " you wished to see 
the bravo Abellmo ! — ^Doge of Ve- 
nice, here he stands, and is come to 
claim his bride !" 

Andreas gazed with looks of 
horror on this model for demons, 
and at length stammered out with 
difficulty — " It cannot be real ! I 
must surely be the sport of some 
terrible dream !" 

" Without there ! guards !" ex- 
claimed the Cardinal Gonzaga, 
and would have hastened to the 
folding doors ; when Abellino put 
his back against them, snatched a 
pistol from his girdle, and pointed 
it at the Cardinal's bosom. 

" The first," cried he, " who /calls 

u 
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for the guard, or advances one step 
from the place on which he stands, 
expires that moment. Fools ! do 
ye think I would have delivered 
myself up, had I feared the swords 
of the guards that beset these doors, 
or had intended to escape from 
your power ? — No ! I am content 
to be your prisoner, but not 
tlirough compulsion ; and it was 
with that intent that I came hither. 
No mortal should have the glory of 
seizing Abellino; if justice required 
him to be delivered up, it was ne- 
cessary that he should be delivered 
vp by himself ! — Or do you take 
Abellino for an ordinary ruffian, 
who passes his time in skulking 
from the sbirri, and who murders 
for the sake of despicable plunder ? 
No, by heaven, no ! Abellino was 
no such common villain ! If s true 
I was a bravo; but the motives 
which induced me to become one 
were great and striking !" 
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Andreas, (clasping his hands 
together.) — Almighty God ! can 
^11 this be possible ? 

An awful silence again reigned 
through the saloon. All trembled 
while they listened to the voice of 
the terrible assassin, who strode 
through the chamber proud and 
majestic as the monarch of the in- 
fernal world. 

Rosabella opened her eyes ; their 
first look fell upon the bravo. 

" Oh I God of mercy !" she ex- 
claimed, " he is still there ! — Me- 
thought too that Flodoardo* • • • No, 
no ; it could not be ! I was de* 
ceived by witchcraft !'* 

Abellino advanced toward her, 
and attempted to raise her. She 
shrunk from his touch with horror. 

" No, Rosabella," said the bravo 
in an altered voice, "what you saw 
was no illusion. Your favored Flo- 
doardo is no other than Abellino, 
the bravo.'* 

" It is false !" interrupted Rosa<« 
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bella, starting from the ground in 
despair, arid throwing herself for 
refuge on Camilla's bosom.— ^-''Mon- 
ster, thou canst not be Flodoardo ; 
such a fiend can never have been 
such a seraph ! — Flodoardo' s ac- 
tions were pure and glorious as a 
demi-god's ! "twas of him that I 
Ifeamed t6 love good and noble 
actions, and 'twas he itho ericou- 
raged me to attempt them myself ! 
His heart was free from all mean 
passions, and capable of conceiving 
all great desigris ! Never did he 
scruple in the cause of virtue to 
endure fatigae and pain, and to 
dry up the tears of suffering inno- 
cence • • • • that was Flodoardo's 
proudest triumph !— Flodoatdo and 
thou* • • • ! Wretch, whom many a 
bleeding ghost has long since accu- 
sed before the throne of heaven, 
dare thou to profane the name of 
Flodoardo." 

Abellino. (proud and earn- 
est.) Rosabella, wilt thou forsake 
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me ? Wilt thou retract thy pro- 
mise? Look, Rosabella, and be 
convinced: I, the bravo, and thy 
Flodoardo, are the same ! 

He then removed the patch 
from his eye, and passed an hand- 
kerchief over his face once or twice ; 
in an instant his complexion was 
altered, his bushy eye-brows and 
straight black hair disappeared, his 
features were replaced in their 
natural symmetry, and lo! the 
handsome Florentine stood before 
the whole assembly, dressed in the 
habit of the bravo Abellino. 

Abel. Mark me, Rosabella ! 
Seven times over, and seven times 
again, will I change my appearance, 
even before your eyes, and that so 
artfully, that study me as you will 
the transformation shall still de- 
ceive you; — but change as I may, 
of one thing be assured, I am 
the man whom you loved as Flodo- 
ardo/' 

The Doge gazed, and listened 
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without bping ab^^ to re wyer fronn 
his coafusion i Wt ev^iy npw aD4 
then th^ ww(i»-T" dreacjfljj, dr^d-r 
fill !" escaped fipoip hi? ljip», s^nd ht 
wruj^ hi$ huDd^ in ^oay. Abel- 
lino approached Rosabella^ 9ifi4 
said, in the tone of suppliQatjbQB-7 
'' Iloaabella, wilt thou \m^k thy 
promise Am I »o lopge? dear 
to thee ?" 

Rosabella was unable to ans.wc^r ; 
she stood like one chaoged tp a 
statue, and fi:$:ed her motionle^ 
eyes on the bravo* 

AbelUno took h^ oold! hand, and 
pressed it to his Hps. 

" Rosabella/' said he, " ait thow 
still mine ?" 

Rosa. Flodoardo. • , • Oh ! that 
I had never loved. «•• had never 
seen thee ! 

Akf^l, Rosabella> wilt thoin 
still be the. bade of Flodo- 
ardo, wilt . tbou b© " the b?avo's 
bride r 

Love struggled with abhorrence 



BBAVO. OF VEKIGB. S28 

in Rosabella's bosoi{i» and fKonfiil 
was the contest. 

ABBI4. Hoar me, bdloved one! 
It was for tbee that I have dia- 
covered mjaeH^totfaat I have 
delivered myself into the hands of 
justice! For thee**»tOhl what 
would I ne*. do for thee! Rosa«* 
bella^ I wait hut to hear csva syUa** 
ble from your lips! apeak but a 
decisive "yes!" or "no!" and all 
isf ended! Rosabella, dost thou lovre 
me still ? 

And stiU she answered not ; but 
she threw upon him a look inno- 
cent and tender as ei^er beamed 
firom the eye of an angel, and that 
look betirayed but too plainly that 
the miscreant was still master of 
her heart. She tum^ from hira 
hastily, and threw her£»elf into 
Caonilla's. aonna^ and escclainied— 
*'God fetgive you, man, feff tor- 
tuxdng me so auelly/' 

The Doge had by this time re- 
coyered ^omhisL stupor : he started 
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from his chair; threats flashed from 
his eyes, and his Up trembled 
with passion. He rushed toward 
Abelhno; but the senators threw 
themselves in his passage, and held 
him hack by force. In the mean^^ 
while the bravo advanced toward 
him with the most insolent com- 
posure, and requested him to calm 
his agitation. 

Doge of Venice/* said he, 
wilt you keep your promise? 
That you gave it to me, ^hese no- 
ble lords and ladies can testify !^' 

And. Monster! miscreant! 
— oh ! how artfiiUy has this plan 
been laid to ensnare me 1 Teli 
me, Venetians ; to such a creditor 
am I obliged to discharge my fear- 
ful debt? Long has be been playing 
a deceitful, bloody part ; the bravest 
of our citizens have fallen beneath 
his dagger, and it was the price of 
their blood which has enabled him 
to act the nobleman in Venice. 
Then comes he to me in the dis- 



^jiSiB of A tnm of h€»or, dedtiees 
the heaft of niy titi^ftotiate Hosa-' 
belk, obtaads my pc^mhse hy ai> 
artful t]^6k, ttod xkiW claims the^ 
msdden for his \AAAe, lit th6 h<^e 
that the husband of the Doge's^^ 
niece will Easily obtain an absolu* 
tion for his crimes* Tell me, Vene- 
tians^ ought I to keep my *rotcl 
with this miscreant ? 

All* No! no! by no m^aiist 
Abel, (with sdlettliiity*) IfyOu^ 
have once pleidged yoar word, you 
ought to keep it, though given to 
the prince of Darkness. Oh- fye,. 
fye: Abellino, how shamefiiUy hast 
thou been deceived in thy reck- 
oning ! I thought I had to do with 
men of hoiior ! Oh i how grossly 
have I been mistaken l-^(in a 4:er- 
rible voice.) Once again, atid fot 
the last timCj I ask yoW, Doge of 
Venice, wilt thou break thy prin«* 
cfely word ? 

And. (in the tone of anthority.) 
Give up youlr arinfi t 
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AbeXi. And you will really 
withhold from me my just reward t 
Shall it be in vain that I delivered 
Abellino roto your power ? 

A ND. It was to the brave Flo- 
doardo that I promised Rosabella ; 
I never entered into an engage- 
ment with the murderer Abellino. 
Let Flodoardo claim my niece, and 
she is his ; but Abellino can have 
no claim to her. Again I say, lay 
down your arms t 

Abeu (laughingly wildly.) The 
murderer Abellino, say you ? Ho I 
ho ! be it yQur care to keep your 
own promises, and trouble not your- 
self about my murderers* They 
are my affair, and I warrant T shall 
find a word or two to say in defence 
of them when the judgment day 
arrives. 

GoNZAOA. (to the Doge-) What 
dreadful blasphemy ! 

Abel. Oh ! good lord Cardi- 
nal, intercede in my behalf You 
know me well; I have always 
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acted by you like a man of honor, 
that at least you cannot deny! 
iSay a word in my favor, then, good 
lord Cardinal. 

GoNZ, (angrily, and with im- 
perious dignity.) Address not 
thyself to me, miscreant ! What 
canst thou andl have to do together ? 
Venerable Andreas, delay no lon- 
ger ; let the guards be called in ! 

Abel. What? Is there then 
no hope for me ?. Does no one 
feel compassion for the wretched 
Abellino ? What? no one! — (a 
pause. All are silent!— aZ// 'Tis 
enough. Then my fate is decided. 
Call in your guards 1 
^ Rosa, (with a scream of agony, 
springing forward, and falling at 
the Doge's feet). Mercy ! mercy ! — 
Pardon him pardon Abellino ! 

AfiEL. (In rapture.) Sayest 
thou so ? then an angel prays for 
Abellino in his last moments. 

Rosa, (clasping the Doge's 
knees.) Have mercy on him, my 
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friend • my father ! He is ^ sinner 
.. . •but leave him 4;o the justiee of 
heaven! He is a sinner... •..but 
ohl Rosabella loves him still. 

And. (pushing her way with 
indignation.) Away, unworthy girl; 
you rave i 

Abellino folded his arms, gazed 
with eagerness on what was passing, 
and tears gushed into his brilliant 
eyes. Rosabella caught the Doge's 
hand, as he turned to leave her, 
kissed it twice, and said—" if you 
have no mercy on him, then have 
none on me ! The sentence which 
you pass, on Abellino will be mine ; 
'tis for my own life that I plead 
as well as Abellino's : father ! dear 
father! reject not my suit, but 
spare him ! 

And. (in an angry and decided 
tone.) Abellino dies ! 

Abel. And can you look on 
with dry eyes while that innocent 
dove bleeds at your feet? Go, 
barbarian ! you never loved Rosa- 
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bella as she deserved : now she is 
yours no longer ! She is mine, she 
is Abellino's ! 

He raised her from the ground, 
and pressed her pale lips against 
his own. 

*' Rosabella, thou art mine ; death 
alone can part us ! thou lovest me as 
I would be loved ; I am blest, what- 
ever may happen, and can now set 
fortune at defiance. — To business 
then !" 

He replaced Rosabella, who was 
almost fainting, on the bosom of 
Camilla, then advanced into the 
middle of the chamber, and ad- 
dressed the assembly with an 
undaunted air: — 

*' Venetians ! you are determined 
to deliver me up to the axe of jus- 
tice ! there is for me no hope of 
mercy. *Tis well ! act as you please ; 
but ere you set in judgment over 
me, s^brs, I shall take the liberty 
of passing sentence upon some few 

X 
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of you. Now mark nie ! you see in 
me the murderer erf Gonari! the 
murderer of Paolo Manfipone ! the 
murderer of Lomellino ! I deny it 
not ! But would ye know the il- 
lustrious persons who paid me for 
the use of my dagger ** 

With these words he put a 
whistle to his lips, sounded it, and 
instantly the doors flew open, the 
guards rushed in, and ere they had 
time to recollect themselves, the 
chief conspirators were in custody 
and disarmed. 

"Guard them well!" said Abel- 
lino, in a terrible voice to the 
sentinels ; *' you have your orders ! 
Noble Venetians, look on these 
villains ; it is to them that you are 
indebted for the loss of your three 
noblest citizens? I accuse of those 
murders, one, two, three, four,. . . • 
and my good Lord Cardinal there 
has the honor to be the fifth/' 

Motionless and bewildered stood 
the accused ; tale-telling confession 
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spoke in every feature that the 
charge was true, and no one wa» 
bold enough to contradict Abellino. 

*' What can all this mean ?" asked 
the senators of each other, in the 
utmost surprize and confusion- 

'• TWs is all a shameful artifice," 
the Cardinal at length contrived to 
say; "the villain, perceiving that 
he has no chance of escaping pu- 
nishment, is willing, out of mere 
resentment, to involve us in hi$ 
destruction/' 

Con. (recovering MinselC)— In 
the wickedness of his life he has 
surpassed all formed miscreants, 
and now he is trying to surpass 
them in the wickedness of bis death. 

AbeIt. (with majesty.) — Be si- 
lent ! I know your whole plot, have 
seen your list of proscriptions, am 
well informed of your whole ar- 
rangement, and at the moment that 
I speak to you, the officers of jus- 
tice Tare employed, by my orders, in 
seizing the gentlemen with white 
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ribands round thetr arms, who this 
very night intended to overthrow 
Venice.— Be silent, for defence is 
vain. 

And. (in astonishment)— Abel* 
lino, what is the meaning of adl this ? 
AfiEL. Neither more nor less 
than that Abellino has discovered 
and defeated a conspiracy dgainst 
the constitution of Venice and the 
life of its doge ! The bravo, in re- 
turn for your, kind intention of 
sending him to destrUCtioh in a few 
hours, has preserved you from it. 

ViTALBA. (to tlie accuiSed.) No^ 
ble Venetians, you aresitentundet 
this heavy cha:fge ? 

f — Abei. I'hey are wise,, for rlo 

defence could j&ow avail them. Their 

* troops are already disarmed, and 

P ^ lodged in separate dungeons of the 
state prison : visit them there, and 
you will leam more. You now uif 
derstand probably that I did not 
order the doors of this saloon to be 

I guarded for the purpose of seizing 
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Ib^ teniblft htax6^ AbiUau, bui of 
l(lkin# ^« i!^«roM iate'^ secure 

At the ikfisard.of my ]i£rh&vel 
mfesjBEVfid the 8tirt:e &om mkk ; dis^ 
gutsed m a^ bnro I dSsrbd to enter 
the asMMifaly of those mUiless vit 
feioft whose daggers laid Venice 
wast^l I have eodured finr your 
sak^ fltonn, taini frosty aad heat ; I 
have watched for your safety while 
ye were sleeping;; Venicftowes te 
ray care: her constiCution' and fouv 
lives ; and yet, are my SCTvtoes- det 
serving of no rerward? AU tlu&have 
I done^ for Rosabella of Corfu, and 
yet will you withhold from me my 
promised bride? T have saved ypa 
from death, have imved the honor 
of your wives from the poUutoir's 
kiss^aij^Lthethroatsof your innocent 
children from the knife of the Ush 
sassin... . «Men! men ! and yet wiU 
you send me to the scaffold. 
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Look on this list ! See how many 
among ybti would ha\ce bled thid 
night had it not been for Al^ellino^ 
ttnd see where the miscreants stai^d 

• 

by whom you would have bled! 
Read you not in every feature that 
they are already condetnned by 
heaveii and their own coitsfcietiee ? 
Doth a single mouth unclose itself 
in exculpation ? Does A skigle 
movement of the head giVe the lie 
to my charge ? Yet the truth of 
what I have advanced shall bemade 
still more evident.— 

He turned himself to the con- 
spirators : 

" Mark me!" said he, " the first 
among you who acknowledges the 
truth, shall receive a free pardon, 
I swear it, / the bravo Abellino !' 

The conspirators remained silent ; 
suddenly Memmo started forward, 
and threw hhnself trembling at the 
•Doge's feet; 

" Venetians !" he exclarfned, 
"Abellino has told you true ! ' 
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i '' 'Tisfabe ! 'tas.&lse Hexdfttm- 
led the i^ccuaed, all togetb^* 

'' Silence L*' cried Abeliino^ in a 
*voice of thunder/, wjule the in- 
dignation which flamed in every 
feature struck .terror into his heari- 
,ers ; '' silence^ I say» and hear me 
:— or. rather hear the ghosts of your 
victims! Appear !? appear!" cried 
this dreadful man in a tone still 
louder, ,** 'tis time r* 
, Again he sounded his whistle; 
tjie folding doors were thrown open, 
and there stood the Doge's so^ 
much-lamented friends, €onari, 
Lomellino, and Mahfrone i 

" We Jire betrayed !'' shouted 
Contaiino, drew out a concealed 
dagger, and plunged it into his 
bosom, up to the hilt. 

And now what a scene of rapture 
followed. Tears streamed down 
the silver beard of Andreas as; he 
rushed into the arms of his long*- 
lost companions; tear» bedewed 
the cheeks of the venerable -trinm- 
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sotste; astliejraiice'scMHe 
the knew of thm fmmne, tiMk 
friend; tisar • beodurt ORMse ex- 
cellttt rneDr tbasie hwroes^ »tv6f 
had Andreas: failed tcymsst tb^in 
agaxs tifl they should MMt i»I£eis^ 
¥en ; «! Andf em hlumed Heavieft 
ik^ peraiitstiiig him to meettbetn 
once mose an' eiarth. Those font 
men, who had ^ned eaeh other 
in the first dawn of youih, who bad 
foi^ht l]rp eaoh other's i^des^ in 
mankmdi ware now asisetnbled i^ 
age r' and valued each other more 
thaQ.e^er t The spectators gjiz&A 
with universal interest on the 
scene: befwe them, and the good 
old se!BatorB mingled teiaafs of joy 
with those shed by th^ re-united 
companions. lb the happy delirium 
of thust moment; nothing' but An- 
dreast and hi& fiiends was attended 
to : no. one: was^ aware that the 
conspirators and the self^murder^ 
Contarino were removed by tlie 
guards from the^salooa; no one but 
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Camilla obseived Rosabella, v^ho 
threw herself sobbing dn tkebosotn 
of the bahjdsotne brftyoi 91id repeats 
ed severail timei^, '' Abellino, then, 
is not a murtlerer !** 

At length they began to rccct 
lect themselves, they looked round 
them, and the first words whicli 
broke ftom every lip were—" Hail; 
saviour of Venice !*• I'he roof 
rang with the naikie tt Abdlmo, 
and unnum^bered b]e8sit)g» accorfk- 
panied tl^ name. 

That very Ab^Uitfdi who not ato 
hour before had bd^A dooti)^ to 
the scaffold by tli€f ^hole asMmbly, 
ndw stood calih and dignifidd as a 
god before the adoring spectators ; 
and now he view^ with eomplar 
cency the iig^n whose liv^is hct had 
saved, and noit his eye dwelt with 
rjapture on the woman whose love 
was the reward <^f ati his dangers. 

" AbellinQ!;' said Andrews, ad- 
vancing to the bravo, and extending 
his hand to^^rd him :— * 
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" I am not Abellino/' replfed he, 
smiling, while he pressed theI>oge » 
hand respectfully to his lips ; " nei- 
ther am I Ftodoardo of Florence j 
I am by birth a Neapolitan, and by 
name Rosalva ; the death of my 
inveterate enemy, the prince of 
Monalde^chi makes it no longer 
necessary to conceal who I really 
am. 

'' Monaldeschi r repeated An* 
dreas, with a look of anxiety^ 

"Fear not!" ccHitinued Rosalva; 
** Monaldescfai, it's true, fell by my 
hand, but fell in honorable combat. 
The blood which stained bis sword 
flowed from my veins, and in his 
last mon^nts conscience asserted 
her empire in his bosom. He died 
not till he had written in his tal> 
lets the most posithne declaration 
of my innocence as to the crimes 
with which his hatred had con- 
trived to blacken me ; and he also 
instructed me by what means I 
might obtain my forfeited estates^ 
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and the re-eetablishment of my 
mjiiried honor* Those means have 
already been efficacious, and all 
Napleij is by this time informed of 
the arts by which Monaldeschj 
procured my banishment, and "bf 
the many plots which he laid for 
my destruction : plots, which made 
it necessary for me to drop my owrt 
character, and never to appear but 
in disguise. After various wander-i 
ings chance led me to Venice ; my 
ap^Jearance was so much altered, 
that I dreaded not discovery, but 
I dreaded (and with reason) perish- 
ing in your streets with hunger. 
In this situation, accident brought 
ine acquainted with the banditti, by 
whom Venice was then infested; 
I willingly united myself to their 
society, partly with the view of 
purifying the republic from the 
presence of these wretches, and 
partly in the hope of discovering 
through them the more illustrious 
villains by whom their daggers 
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were eHiidoyej^ I was successfiil ; 
I delivered the banditti up to justice; 
and stubbed tbei/ captain in Rosa- 
bella* sight. I was now the only 
bravo in Venice ; every scoundrel was 
obliged "to have recourse to me : I 
d^SCov^red the plans of the con- 
spiratorsy and now you know them 
also. I found that the deaths of 
the -Doge's three friends had been 
determined on; and in order to 
obtain full confidence with the 
confederates, it was necessary to 
persuade them that these men had 
fallen beneath my dagger • No 
sooner had my plan been formed, 
than I imparted it to Lomellino ; 
he, and he only, was my confidant 
in this business. He presented me 
to the Doge as the son of a de- 
ceased friend ; he assisted me with 
his advice ; he furnished me with 
keys to those doors to the public 
gardens which no one were per- 
mitted to pass through except An- 
dreas and his particular iriends, and 
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which frequentlv enabled ma to 
dude pursuit; and he showed 
me several private passages in the 
palace, by which I could penetrate 
unobserved even into the Do^*s 
very bedchambar* When the time 
for his disappearance arrived,, he. 
not only readily consented to lie 
concealed in a retreat known only 
to ourselves, but also was the meansi 
of inducing Manfrone and Conari 
to join liim in his retirement, t^U 
tiie fortunate issue of this day's 
adv^iture permitted me to set them 
once more at liberty. The banditti 
exist no longer; the conspirators 
are in chains ;; my plans are accom- 
plished ; and now, Venetians, if you 
still think him deserving of it, here 
s^tands the bravo Abellino, and you 
may lead him to the scaffold when 
you will!" 

" To the scaffold!" exclaimed 
at once the Doge, the senators, and 
the whole crowd of nobles ; and 
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every one burst into enthusiastic 
praises of the dauntless Neapolitan. 

" Oh! Abellino," exclaimed An- 
dreas, while he wiped away a tear, 
•'I would gladly give my ducal 
bonnet to be such a bravo as thou 
hast been ! — ' Doge/ didst thou 
once say to me, * thou and I are 
the two greatest men in Venice/ — » 
but oh ! how much greater are you 
than the Doge ! — Rosabella is that 
jewel/* added he, " than which I 
have nothing in the world more pre- 
cious ; Rosabella is dearer to me 
than an emperor's crown ; but now 
Rosabella is thine/' 

*' Abellino T'said Rosabella, and 
extended her hand to the hand- 
some bravo. 

" Triumph !" cried he,"Rosabella 
is the bravo's bride T* — and he 
clasped the blushing maid to his 
bosom.: 
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CHAP. vir. 



Conclusion. 



And now it would not be at all 
fimiss to make Count Rosalvo sit 
down quietly between the good 
old Doge and his lovely niece ; and 
then cause him to relate the mo- 
tive of Monaldeschi's hatred, in 
what manner he lost Valeria, what 
crimes were imputed to him, and 
. how he escaped from the assassins 
. sent in pursuit of him by his ene- 
my ; how he had wandered from 
place to place, and how he had at 
length learnt (during his abode in ' 
Bohemia with a gang of gypsies) 
such means of disguising his fea- 
tures as enabjed him to defy the 
keenest penetration to discover in 
the beggar Abellino, the once ad- 
. jnired Count Rosalvo; how in this 
disguise he had returned to Italy ; 
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and how Lomellino, having ascer* 
tained that he was universally 
believed at Naples to have long 
since perished by sliipwreck, (and 
therefore that neither the officers 
of the Inquisition, nor the assassins 
of his enemy, were likely to trouble 
themselves any more about him^) 
he had ventured to resume, with 
some slight alterations, liis own 
appearance at Venice; how the 
arrival of M onaMeschi had obBged 
him to conceal himseflf, till an op- 
portunity ciSereA of preserttinjg 
himself to the Prince when uinat* 
tended, and of demanding tsatis-* 
faction for his injuries ; how he had 
been himself vrpunded in several 
places by his antagonist* fbouj^ 
the conibat finally terminated in 
his fevor ; how he had resolved to 
make use of his death to terrify 
Andreas still further, and of P^ 
rozzi's conspiracy to obtaixi Rosa^ 
bella s hand of the Doge ; how he 
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had trembled lest the heart of his 
iiiistress should have been only 
captivated by the romantic appear- 
ance of the. adventurer Flodoardo, 
and have rejected him when known 
to be the bravo Abellino ; how he 
had resolved to make use of the 
terror inspired by the assassin to 
put her love to the severest trial ; 
and how, had she failed in that 
trial, he had determined to re- 
nounce the inconstant maid for 
ever ; with many other hows^ why 9^ 
and wherefores, which not being 
explained, will, I doubt, leave much 
of this tale still involved in myste* 
ry : but before I begin Rosalvo^s 
history I must ask two questions — 

First, do my readers Uke the 
manner in which I relate ad- 
ventures ? 

Secondly, If 'my readers do like 
my manner of relating adventures, 
cannot I employ my time better 
than in relatmg them ? 
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. . '' . 
\ . ■ 

' 'When these questions are an- 
i^Wered, I may possiWy resume my 
pen. Ip the ipean while, Ladies 
a<id Gentlemen, good night, and 
pleasant dreams attend you ! 
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